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A Taste Of Our Own Medicine 


by spicymacaron 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, weapon-use 
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Katsuki jolts awake, still groggy, and blindly grabs for his shotgun. 
Heavy footsteps echo in the darkness. A trespasser must have 
disabled the tripwire alarm. Katsuki curses silently. He had only 
meant to rest his eyes. Pushing himself off the ground, he goes to 
investigate the noise. 


He sighs in relief as he sees the intruder. 


It’s not an undead. He can tell that much. Katsuki hides behind an 
aisle and holds his weapon close to his chest. 


He follows the armed stranger around the store, his eyes watching 
their every move. Like a complete idiot, the intruder explores the 
shop without checking their blind spots. 


When the figure rounds the corner, Katsuki doesn’t hesitate. He 
raises his weapon and aims it at them, resting his finger on the 
trigger. 


“Move and Ill blow your head off.” 
“K-Kacchane” 


He pauses for a moment and lowers his shotgun slightly. Only one 
person has ever called him that silly nickname. Katsuki’s eyes run 
over the man, head to foot, taking in his shocked expression and the 
deep green bomber jacket that matches his eyes. 


It’s his childhood friend, Izuku Midoriya. 
“Deku?” 


The name sounds foreign to his own ears. He’s forgotten the last 
time he said it out loud. 
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Deku opens his mouth, but nothing comes out. He drops his 
weapon. At first glance, Katsuki thinks it’s a pipe. When it hits the 
floor, he raises his eyebrows. It’s a broomstick. He stares at it, 
wondering just what the hell Deku thinks he’s doing. 


Before Katsuki can ridicule his weapon choice, he’s surprised by a 
tight hug. A mix of emotions wash over him, but anger is at the top of 
the list. Deku hasn’t changed one bit. He’s still reckless and trusting. 
Katsuki wants to shake him. He wants to remind him that they’re in 
the middle of a damn apocalypse. Deku should know better than to 
drop his weapon for anyone, even for him. 


“| never thought I’disee you again, Kacchan,” he breathes, a huge 
smile breaking his face. “I’ve missed you.” 


Katsuki’s eyes lower. His instincts tell him to pull away, but having 
Deku’s warmth on him isn’t unpleasant. He smells like a combination 
of smoke and fresh pine. Katsuki closes his eyes, inhaling the familiar, 
comforting scent. 


When Deku/’s hair tickles his chin, he snaps out of it. Grabbing the 
back of Deku’s hideous bomber jacket, he yanks him away. 


“| forgot how clingy you are,” Katsuki scoffs. “Still haven’t learned 
how to keep your hands to yourself, huh, Deku?” 


“Vm not clingy,” he whines, pouting. 
Katsuki rolls his eyes. “Could’ve fooled me.” 
He lets Deku stick around for the day. 


Surprisingly, he proves to be somewhat useful. He helps Katsuki 
reset the trap and recommends more security measures. Katsuki’s 
pretty impressed, but it doesn’t matter. He’s still going to ditch him. 


Come night time, the two sit in the corner of the shop together. 
Katsuki suppresses a smile as the nerd excitedly retells stories from 
their childhood. 


Before they know it, the sun is rising. It puts a dent in Katsuki’s 
plans, but he’ll get rid of Deku soon enough. 
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Later that day, he convinces Deku to rest while he keeps watch. 
He’s hesitant at first and insists on staying up with him. Katsuki 
reassures him that he can take over after. 


Deku thanks him, then passes out cold. Shit, that was fast. He must 
have been exhausted. Katsuki sighs when he starts mumbling in his 
sleep. He leaves to double check that all of the traps are properly 
working. Katsuki doesn't want a guilty conscience if something were 
to happen to him. 


Stopping at the doorway, Katsuki takes one last look at the other 
survivor. He’s shivering. He scowls, fetches the only blanket he has 
from his trunk, and carelessly throws it over Deku. When it barely 
covers him, Katsuki curses, crouching down. Up close, he can see the 
prominent sun-kissed freckles across Deku’s nose. He focuses his 
attention back on fixing the blanket, making sure it covers Deku. 


Before Katsuki can overthink his decision, he heads back to his car. 
He slams the rusty door shut so hard he thinks it’ll break. Katsuki has 
the key in the ignition, ready to go, but he can’t seem to go through 

with it. He sits in the car and contemplates what to do 
Me next. He loses track of how long he sits in the dark. He 
, curses under his breath and exits the car. When he 
returns to the store, he sees Deku peacefully 
sleeping. Katsuki grumbles to himself that he'll 
get rid of him soon, but it’s unconvincing, even 
to his own ears. 


The next day, they stock up on supplies before 
leaving. Katsuki watches Deku grab as many 
snacks as he can fit into a shopping basket. When 
it’s full, he turns to look at him. With a heavy sigh, 
Katsuki grabs a basket and starts filling it with junk 
\ food. 


Once they’re in the car, he catches Deku staring 
at him. 


“What?” 
“You were going to leave me behind yesterday.” 
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Katsuki’s stomach drops. Time isn’t something they can afford to 
waste, so he cuts to the chase. 


“Quit looking at me like that,” he says through gritted teeth. “It’s 
not personal. | just can’t have you dragging me down.” 


Deku licks at his lips. 


“What makes you think I’m going to drag you down?” he asks, 
voice quiet. 


“You're the clumsiest person | know,” Katsuki replies flatly. “Don’t 
think | didn’t see you trip over nothing the other day.” 


He jumps when Deku suddenly reaches out, grabbing onto his arm. 


“| can handle myself, Kacchan. |’ll show you,” Deku says, a 
determined look in his eyes. “You don’t need to look after me.” 


“For your sake, | hope so,” he says, pulling his arm back. “I’m not 
gonna bust my ass to save you, got it?” 


Deku slowly nods, not quite looking at him. 


Frustrated, Katsuki looks out the window. He’s been on his own for 
as long as he can remember. He doesn’t want any strings or 
attachments, but he can’t seem to reject Deku for some reason. 


After some silence, Katsuki turns back to him. 
“W’m in charge and that’s final.” 
“You're in charge, Kacchan,” he repeats, smiling like an idiot. 


Katsuki thinks about the broomstick on the floor. He hopes he 
won't regret this. 


Deku polishes off the snacks in no time. 


He even went through the ones that Katsuki hoarded for him. 
Katsuki was lost for words when Deku finished off two boxes of 
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cupcakes without getting a stomach ache. He feels sick just thinking 
about all the sugar. He’s not sure whether to be amazed or horrified. 


The worst part is Deku wants more. 


“For the last time, Deku, we aren’t stopping for anything. You can 
live without your shitty cupcakes.” 


“Please, Kacchan? Just one more pit stop?” 


Katsuki tries to tune him out, but he eventually caves. He snaps at 
Deku to pipe down before he attracts all the undead in the area with 
his whining. He stops at the next convenience store, parks the car, 
then glares at his passenger. 


“We’re going in and out,” he says, his tone leaving no room for 
argument. 


“Thank you, Kacchan!” 


Katsuki scoffs, then quickly scans the area for any traps. He 
gestures for Deku to follow him when he determines that it’s safe. 
Deku manages to trip over his own shoelace inside the shop. Katsuki 
grabs his arm, yanking him up before his face can meet the floor. 


“Can you try not put your life at risk for five minutes?” 
“Sorry,” Deku mumbles. “It’s dark.” 
“You're actually useless.” 


“That’s not true!” Deku whispers, shaking his head. “I can take care 
of myself.” 


A low growl catches their attention. Katsuki’s blood runs cold as he 
turns in the direction it came from. He raises his shotgun, but the 
zombie doesn’t go for him. It goes for Deku. He watches Deku’s eyes 
widen in alarm before he raises the steel pipe he’s holding, 
preventing it from biting his neck at the last minute. 


Katsuki acts fast, hitting it in the head with the butt of his shotgun. 
When it turns on him, still growling, its sharp teeth bared, Deku 
finishes it off with a hard swing to the head. The pipe connects with a 
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sickening sound. Katsuki reels back, but the blood splatters all over 
him. He takes a deep, shaky breath. 


He almost lost Deku. 


Closing the distance between them, Katsuki roughly grabs the 
other survivor’s jaw. He tilts Deku’s face to the side, inspecting his 
neck for any marks. Deku flushes under his intense gaze and 
reassures him that he’s fine. Once Katsuki is satisfied, he releases 
him. 


“Thank fuck you brought the pipe instead of the broomstick.” 


“To be honest, | almost took the broomstick,” he confesses. Katsuki 
stares at him incredulously. Deku pauses before bursting into a small 
fit of laughter. He winks at him. “I’m joking! You should’ve seen your 
face, Kacchan.” 


Katsuki’s cheeks tint pink. 
“Whatever. Let’s get your damn cupcakes.” 


As Katsuki fills up a basket with sugary treats, he thinks to himself 
that maybe Deku isn’t as useless as he thought. 
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Deku stays quiet for the rest of the drive. It’s odd. His eyes are 
droopy, so Katsuki figures he’s crashing from his sugar high. He tells 
Deku to nap, but he promptly tells Katsuki that he’s fine. He’s 
probably still paranoid. Katsuki doesn’t blame him. The last time he 
told Deku to sleep, he tried to leave him behind. 


He was a jerk. 


Katsuki chooses an abandoned warehouse as their new hideout, 
and the two get settled in. It’s an ideal location since it’s in the 
middle of nowhere and it has multiple exits. 


They spend the rest of the day setting up traps. 


Deku points out how exhausted he looks. He suggests that Katsuki 
takes a nap while he keeps watch for them. After the long drive and 
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the encounter at the convenience store, Katsuki gladly takes him up 
on the offer. He warns Deku that he’d better still be there when he 
wakes up. Deku gives him a forced smile. Katsuki sees right through 
it. 


He’s up to something. 


Katsuki pretends to be asleep. He’s starting to feel guilty for 
thinking Deku has something up his sleeve when he hears a 
mumbled apology. Deku quietly packs his belongings, then gets up, 
leaving his side. Katsuki drops the act before Deku can reach the exit. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” 


Deku inhales sharply. He turns around and comes face to face with 
Katsuki. 


“Vm leaving.” 


The words slam into Katsuki like a speeding train, sucking the air 
out of his lungs. Having a taste of his own medicine sucks. 


“Yeah, | can see that. What, so you were just going to run off, 
Deku? Without even leaving a note?” 


Deku’s face is a mixture of confusion and anger. 
“Why do you care, Kacchan? You were so eager to get rid of me.” 
Katsuki strides over and grips his shoulders. 


“Damn it, Deku, | don’t—” Katsuki pauses, chewing his lip. “I don’t 
want you to go.” 


“Why?” he asks, not following. 
“Do | really have to spell everything out for you?” 


Katsuki hesitates, then reaches down to take one of his hands in 
his. He watches Deku’s face slowly redden. 


“Kacchan?” 
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“| was an idiot, okay?” He swallows, his mouth feeling dry. “I want 
you to stay, Izuku.” 


At the sound of his name, Deku looks up, his eyes wide. 
“You really want me to? | don’t want to be a burden to you.” 


“You're not a damn burden, so don’t let me catch you saying that 
shit again,’ Katsuki says, rolling his eyes. “Besides, I’d only team up 
with the best. So, what do you say, Deku? Partners?” 


Deku looks down, squeezes his hand, and smiles to himself. 


“Partners.” 
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by bkdkluvbug 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, weapon-use 


* 


Walking along an empty road, his feet and shoulders aching from 
this never-ending journey, Izuku looked at the back of his long-time 
friend. Even though Kacchan was his childhood friend, his only friend 
now, he still felt intimidated by the blond. He walked ahead of Izuku, 
carrying weapons and covered in blood, giving off an aura of 
confidence that the greenette could only hope to achieve. Izuku 
couldn’t have been luckier to have Kacchan as his zombie apocalypse 
partner. 


The two of them had been friends for as long as Izuku could 
remember, and when the dead began to rise while they were at 
college, it was only natural that they stuck together. The plan was to 
head back home; the two of them had the ridiculous hope of finding 
their families, and at the start, they barely survived, only making it 
out of sticky situations by pure luck. They learned from their mistakes 
and now were actually doing well. Kacchan seemed to have adjusted 
to this new world faster than Izuku, though, and it was, at least to the 
greenette, becoming a problem. 


Kacchan always seemed to be saving Izuku from something, 
whether it be a zombie or a hostile survivor, and it was beginning to 
weigh on him. He didn’t want to be a burden to his friend, constantly 
relying on him to survive and do the hard things, things that had 
become part of everyday life now. Besides, it didn’t help that his 
feelings for Kacchan went far beyond platonic. Izuku had loved his 
best friend for a long time— since way before the dead began to rise 
and eat the living. He hated that he constantly put the love of his life 
in unnecessary danger just because he wasn’t strong enough. 


Izuku and Kacchan were currently walking along an empty 
backroad, trying their hardest to stay away from the highways as they 
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made their journey home. It was quiet except for the sound of their 
footsteps and the movement of their heavy backpacks. They had 
been walking for weeks, always moving and only stopping to eat and 
sleep, and it would take them a couple more weeks to reach home. It 
wasn’t until the world ended that Izuku regretted going to a college 
so far away from his home. It didn’t seem that far with a couple of 
hours-long plane rides, but now walking on foot, home felt worlds 
away. The only thing keeping the greenette going was Kacchan. 


“We should think about stopping soon for the night.” Speaking of 
Kacchan, he had turned around to face Izuku, walking backward as he 
spoke. “It’s getting dark, and I’m starving.” 


“Okay, but we’re going to need to scavenge for food soon. We’re 
almost out,” Izuku mumbled as he pulled out their map and looked 
through it. He sighed when he found the area they should be in after 
looking at the road signs. They were barely any closer to their 
families; it was starting to feel like they were getting nowhere. 
“There should be a gas station up ahead.” 


“Do you think we'll have a real meal ever again?” Kacchan asked as 
he let out a frustrated huff. He hated that they were living off canned 
food and bags of expired chips, saying they needed ‘real’ food to stay 
healthy and in shape. Izuku had told him he was more than welcome 
to try hunting, but he’d just looked at him silently before stomping 
away. 


“| hope so,” Izuku replied, and Kacchan turned back around to walk 
normally. 


The two continued walking in silence until they came upon the gas 
station Izuku had seen on the map. They slowed their steps the 
closer they got, noticing the small cluster of undead standing inside 
and out of the building. It was like this everywhere; nothing could be 
abandoned entirely; there was always something forcing them to 
fight. Kacchan quickly pulled out his nail-studded baseball bat and a 
small knife before turning towards Izuku, giving him the signal to stay 
quiet. Izuku nodded and quietly pulled out his machete as they 
moved closer towards the gas station, watching as the blond 
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crouched down and quickly but quietly approached the nearest 
zombie. 


This was common for them, a routine they had to develop quickly if 
they were to survive: killing walking dead people. The two had come 
up with a strategy for how they would take down the dead, tag-team 
routines for any and all situations, and the plan they were currently 
enacting was a simple one. They couldn’t take on this many at once, 
but given that the group of walking corpses hadn’t noticed them yet, 
they had a chance to kill them off slowly, one by one. 


Since Kacchan was walking in front, he made the first move. He 
crouched, exchanged a nod with Izuku, then pounced on the nearest 
zombie and jammed his knife into the side of its head. Using the help 
of his bat, he caught the corpse before it could fall and gently laid it 
down. Good, that was one down, one less to worry about when 
things inevitably went wrong. Now it was Izuku’s turn. 


Izuku snuck to the next zombie, which was clawing at a tree just 
beyond the gas pumps. There was a rustling sound, probably a 
squirrel or bird, and luckily it was distracting the growling corpse. 
Izuku crept closer, watching his footing to make sure he didn’t step 
on anything, and was finally directly behind the zombie. He hated 
this part, killing something that was once a living person; it made him 
feel sick, but he had to do this. He stood up and angled his machete 
at the back of the zombie’s head before plunging forward, 
embedding the blade into the back of the corpse’s skull and all the 
way through until it hit the tree. Letting out a small sigh of relief 
when the creature went limp, Izuku stepped closer to grab the body 
as he removed his weapon. The machete pulled out easy after a few 
wiggles, and he gently laid the corpse on the ground, just the same 
as Kacchan. They continued like this till they reached the edge of the 
parking lot, stopping to watch as the reanimated zombies stumbled 
around closer together than the ones they just killed. 


“Fuck.” Kacchan cursed quietly, wiping blood off his knife. “We 
can’t fuck this up, or we’re dead.” 
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“Thanks, Kacchan, you always fill me with hope.” Izuku sighed and 
looked around, counting all the zombies he could see. “I see eight of 
them.” 


“Same here.” The blond nodded before glaring at him. “And for 
your information, hope hasn’t gotten us jack-shit. So I’ll continue to 
be a realist, thank you.” 


“Hope is literally the reason we’re out here.” 


“Shut up and start moving before | hit you, nerd.” Izuku gave a 
small laugh as Kacchan playfully drew back his fist. 


Izuku moved first this time, keeping himself low to the ground as he 
quietly snuck up behind the closest zombie just as he had before. 
This zombie was stumbling around an abandoned car parked at one 
of the gas pumps. The car gave him an excellent place to hide once 
he killed the zombie, but the trick was getting around the vehicle to 
kill it. Once he made it to the car, he waited for the corpse to stumble 
back around towards him to make it easier for him to kill it without 
getting noticed by the rest of the zombies nearby. He knelt next to 
the car, listening to the staggering footsteps of the zombie as it 
approached. Once the zombie emerged from the 
other side of the vehicle, Izuku closed the gap 

between them and swung his machete at its 
head. His weapon sliced cleanly through, 
blood spraying and the top of the 
corpse’s head detaching. He was able to 
catch the body before it fell, but Izuku 
didn’t notice that the part of the 
zombie’s head he’d cut off had hit the car as 
it fell, causing the alarm to start blaring. 


“Dammit,” Izuku cursed as he dropped 
the body in his arms and turned to watch 
every zombie around him turn, growling 
louder and stumbling quicker as they 
began to approach him. 
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“Deku!” Kacchan yelled as he ran out from his crouched position, 
bat already swinging as he took down a zombie. Everything had gone 
wrong in a split second, zombies swarmed them both, and Izuku 
couldn’t help but think how he’d given Kacchan yet another mess to 
clean up. Why can’t he do anything right? 


Izuku killed two zombies that stumbled their way towards him, and 
he could hear the sounds of Kacchan killing the undead himself, 
yelling insults like “Shitty zombie” and “Undead Freak” as he went. 
With the car alarm still blaring loudly, all the zombies were migrating 
towards the noise, and therefore towards Izuku. He quickly climbed 
onto the car, gaining an advantage against the horde of zombies and 
allowing him to kill them off with relative ease. He stuck his machete 
into the zombies’ heads as hands grabbed at his legs and feet. 


“This sucks!” Kacchan yelled, his voice barely reaching over the 
siren. Izuku looked at his friend, his position on top of the car making 
it easier for him to see over the zombies. Kacchan was moving all 
over the place, dodging one zombie to kill another, his bat and arms 
covered in blood with sweat pouring down his face. He was fighting 
with all the strength he had while Izuku sat safely on top of a car, 
picking off zombies like whack-a-mole. Izuku was the one to mess up, 
and yet he just stood by while Kacchan risked his life to fix it. He 
really was a burden. Izuku shook his head; no, sitting here and feeling 
sorry for himself wouldn’t help either. He turned his attention back 
towards the zombies surrounding the car and began killing them 
again. 


After a few agonizing minutes, Izuku managed to kill the zombies 
surrounding him. His hands hurt, and his shoulders ached, but he 
looked up and found where Kacchan was. The blond was still fighting, 
but he was closer to the other end of the parking lot as if these 
zombies had just stumbled in. 


“Deku!” Kacchan yelled after quickly looking in his direction. “Turn 
that fucking alarm off! It’s attracting more of these fuckers!” 


“Right!” Izuku yelled back, realizing just how bad this situation 
could get. He quickly slipped off the car’s roof and started moving the 
dead bodies that blocked the driver’s door. Once there was enough 
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space for Izuku to open the door and squeeze into the vehicle, he 
pulled on the door handle, only for the door to be locked. Cursing in 
frustration, he held his machete so that the handle faced forward 
and smashed the window. It took a couple of hits for the glass to 
break enough so he could fit his hand in, but once there was an 
opening, he slipped his arm through, slicing his skin open in the 
process, and popped the lock. 


Izuku hissed at the feeling of glass slicing his skin, and he almost 
screamed at the pain of it cutting him deeper as he pulled his arm 
out, but there wasn’t any time to waste over a small cut. Once the 
door was finally open, Izuku dipped underneath the steering wheel 
to pull the latch that popped the car’s hood. Getting out of the car, 
he quickly ran to the front and lifted the hood, not wasting time 
propping it up as he disconnected the battery. Finally, the ear- 
piercing sound of the car alarm cut off, only to be replaced with the 
sound of Kacchan struggling against the new group of zombies that 
the alarm had attracted. 


“Shit!” Izuku had looked over just in time to watch Kacchan trip on 
an unhooked gas pump and fall over. As soon as the blond landed, a 
zombie fell on top of him, but luckily Kacchan was able to raise his 
bat towards his chest in time to keep the growling corpse ata 
distance. 
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“Kacchan!” Izuku moved before even thinking; before registering 
the situation, his only thought was that he needed to save Kacchan. 
He ran towards the blond as fast as humanly possible, jumping over 
twice-dead bodies as he went. Izuku watched as the herd of zombies 
circled Kacchan, blocking him from view and making his heart race. 
He couldn’t lose him; there was no Deku without Kacchan. He 
needed him. 


Izuku hadn’t realized he’d made it to the cluster of zombies until he 
had already killed one, the body dropping like a bag of bricks. He 
continued like that till he saw Kacchan, still holding off the zombie 
that had fallen on him. Izuku moved faster, killing at a frantic pace 
and painting himself red. Almost as quickly as it had started, it was 
over, ending with Izuku embedding his machete in the head of the 
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zombie trying to kill Kacchan. He breathed heavily, his heart 
pounding, ears ringing, and eyes blurry with tears. 


“Deku. Deku!” Izuku jolted like he’d just woken up and was 
surprised to see Kacchan standing in front of him, slowly taking his 
machete and glaring at the giant cut on his arm. “You’re hurt, 
dumbass; you shouldn’t have done that. | had it under control.” 


“You almost died.” Izuku’s voice cracked when he spoke, and a tear 
slipped down his stained cheek. 


“| was fine!” Kacchan snapped, his expression growing angry but 
his eyes filling with tears. “So don’t pull that shit again, got it? | 
can’t... | can’t lose you.” 


“And you think | can lose you?” Izuku finally met Kacchans eyes as 
he pointed towards the corpses lying at their feet, “You think | did 
this, what, for fun?” 


“Deku, you don’t understand-” 
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“No, you don’t understand!” Izuku screamed, cutting Kacchan off. “| 
almost just watched you die! You seriously expected me to stand 
there and do nothing?! Just let the only person | have, and will ever, 
love die-” 


Izuku’s argument died in his throat as he was yanked forwards and 
pulled into a crushing kiss. Kacchan kissed him with bruising force as 
he held him by his raggedy All Might t-shirt like he was trying to push 
his feelings into Deku instead of saying them. Maybe that’s exactly 
what Kacchan was doing. 


All too quickly, the kiss was over. Izuku wasn’t even sure if he had 
kissed back, but Kacchan was leaning in to rest their foreheads 
together. They both opened their eyes to look at each other, and the 
blond sighed, “Why do you think I’ve been so protective?” 


Izuku couldn’t respond, still too overwhelmed from the kiss, so 
Kacchan gently led him inside the empty gas station and patched him 
up, all while explaining himself and the kiss. 
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“NWNe’ve been together for as long as | can remember, and I’ve loved 
you almost as long,” Kacchan spoke quietly as he sat Izuku down and 
began pulling their medical supplies out of his backpack. “And when 
the world went to shit, and everyone around us started dying, | told 
myself | wouldn’t lose you.” 


“Kacchan- ah!” Izuku was cut off by Kacchan starting to clean the 
cut on his hand. He hissed in pain and looked up, only to see that the 
blond was crying. 


“| know it’s selfish, but | really couldn’t care less. | won’t let you 
die.” Kacchan refused to look at Izuku; instead, keeping his attention 
on bandaging his arm. “So, if that means | die-” 


Izuku raised his free hand and covered the blond’s mouth, 
effectively cutting him off. Kacchan finally looked at him with wet 
eyes, and he could feel his own growing wet again as well. 


“What makes you think that losing you wouldn’t be the same as 
dying?” Izuku asked, removing his hand from Kacchan’s mouth. 
When the blond didn’t respond, he continued. “I can’t do this 
without you, Kacchan. Please don’t make me do this without you.” 


Izuku leaned forward and kissed Kacchan, desperately trying to 
make him understand how much he meant to him. Kacchan kissed 
him back almost immediately like it was natural for them. He held 
Izuku’s face and kissed him like he was afraid of losing him. When 
they separated, they leaned their foreheads together and simply 
basked in each other’s presence, thankful that they were both alive 
and together. 


“| love you so much, Kacchan.” 
“| love you too, Deku, so fucking much.” 


That night, Kacchan slept with his head in Izuku’s lap as he took the 
first watch, his left hand running through blond hair as his right held 
his freshly cleaned machete. It was his turn to protect Kacchan, just 
as the blond had done for him so many times before, and he would 
die before he let anything happen to his boyfriend. 
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We Carry the Weight of All the Lost Things 


by Azureflowers 


Content Warning: Gore, violence 
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Streets formerly full of life are completely empty, a lone plastic bag 
rolling along in the wind like a tumbleweed in a desert. A flock of 
crows sitting on crooked utility poles stare at Izuku and Katsuki with 
their beady eyes. Their sharp stare is wary of the strangers, but 
confident — ready to take flight at a moment’s notice and move out 
of reach if necessary. 


The city is eerily quiet. 


Not long ago, Izuku and Katsuki could also leap into the sky and 
soar between skyscrapers in an illusion of flight — but no more. 


They thought the war was all they would have to overcome. 


As Izuku poured all the combined strength of himself and his 
predecessors into his fist and struck All for One down for good, he 
thought it would bring days of peace; that society would finally find a 
new path forward. 


But as his body disintegrated and scattered into the wind, the 
mangled face of All for One twisted into a caricature of a smile. 


“Farewell, heroes...” 


Those were the last words Izuku heard before he lost 
consciousness. When he woke up in the hospital some days later, he 
learned two things. 


Firstly, All for One was gone and that meant One for All was no 
more. 


Secondly, the world was rapidly descending into a new kind of hell. 
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Izuku disregards the crows as he walks past them, Katsuki in tow. 
It’s just the two of them on this mission. They’re there to survey the 
area, to see if there are unraided shops or other places that would 
be worth sending a larger party later to collect valuable supplies. The 
city was abandoned when the local hospital became the epicenter of 
a massive outbreak several months ago, and sightings are just now 
declining as the hostiles have begun to lose interest, moving 
elsewhere in search of fresh meat. The crows came in after the 
infected departed, a cleaning crew to scavenge what little carrion 
was left behind. 


No one still quite knows what the creatures are or where they 
come from. Shortly after All for One’s defeat, alarming reports began 
popping up across the country. Regardless of location, the gist of 
them was the same: ordinary citizens overtaken by a strange 
madness, unable to communicate and only desiring to bite and 
consume the flesh of those still in their right mind. Even more 
frighteningly, those who escape their encounters with the monsters 
soon become afflicted themselves, turning against friends and loved 
ones just as quickly as complete strangers. 


Thanks to the nature of the zombies — as they are commonly called 
— Izuku and Katsuki expect to find no bodies in the streets. Unlike the 
last war they fought in, the victims of this one simply stand and walk 
away, perhaps to be found again weeks or months down the line, a 
corrupted shell of the person they used to be. 


Izuku and Katsuki can only hope they won’t have to see a familiar 
face like that again. 


As expected, the ground level stores are largely empty. The streets 
are full of glass shards from shattered windows and the insides of the 
shops are in chaos, escaping citizens and subsequent raiders having 
taken what they could carry with them. On the other hand, large 
television screens sit on the shelves, untouched. The power grid is 
spotty at best, and there are no programmes to watch anyway. 


To the current visitors, the store does hold a certain significance. 
The way they turn pieces of the merchandise over and disembowel 
them would be decidedly unheroic under normal circumstances, but 
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right now such courtesy is hardly a priority. One of Izuku’s victims is a 
high-end aircon unit, from which he pulls a fistful of colourful wires 
before showing his find to Katsuki. 


“Do you think these would go with your arm? The diameter seems 
to be pretty close, and it’s sturdier than what you have now.” 


Katsuki examines the wires with a discerning eye before giving a 
noncommittal shrug. 


“At least we can take it back to Scope Eyes. Can’t be worse than last 
month, that shit snapped immediately.” 


Izuku notices the gloved fingers of Katsuki’s right hand brushing 
against the spot where flesh connects to metal, but he doesn’t say 
anything. 


Aside from the electronics store, street level does not have much 
to offer. It’s time to dig a little deeper, or to “go where none of the 
suckers have gone before,” like Katsuki says. 


They switch on the lights attached to their costumes and enter an 
underground shopping centre. One set of escalators has collapsed, 
but the other one is still steady enough for them to descend into the 
darkness. 


It’s obvious the area has seen much fewer visitors: a good number 
of the mannequins in the fashion stores are still standing, their 
fetching poses strangely out of place without lights and background 
music. The advertisements cheerily tout the approaching summer, 
but the biting winds outside are a sure sign of winter creeping in. 
Even without the approaching colder season, shorts and crop tops 
aren’t much use in the world as it is now, so the merchandise has 
been largely left alone. 


Izuku and Katsuki move deeper underground. Considering how 
untouched everything looks, there might be some long-lasting items 
left in the grocery section. However, the lack of rotten food or even 
mildew suggests that at least the fresh produce has been already 
dealt with — a relief, really, as Izuku still shudders at the memory of 
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looking for survivors in a market filled with the stench of rotting 
seafood. 


“There still might be some canned shit left, that’s heavy,” Katsuki 
says and Izuku nods. 


“Yeah, let’s go check it out—” 


He freezes mid-sentence when he thinks he sees movement at the 
edge of his vision. He turns, scanning the vicinity with his eyes until 
he sees something clearly crouching on the opposite side of an 
empty shelf. 


Izuku glances at Katsuki, who has already assumed position to fire 
an explosion if necessary. After all this time, anything that moves 
without announcing their presence with words probably isn’t a 
survivor. But even if assuming the worst is the safest choice, they 
can’t just blast blindly without making sure. 


Emboldened by the presence of his partner right behind him, Izuku 
walks closer to the shelf and tentatively peeks around the corner. 


His first thought is that she’s younger than him. 


His eyes register the middle school uniform before the bloodstains, 
the delicate face before the slack expression, the cute mascot 
character dangling from her hair tie before the garbled sounds that 
escape her throat as the light from his costume hits her. 


It never gets easier to do this. Izuku’s gloves and shoes are 
reinforced for combat, even without One for All he knows he can 
incapacitate a zombie. He has a golden opportunity to strike, but 
she’s groaning, pawing her face with her hands to protest the 
irritating light, backing away slightly and she’s younger than him— 


Suddenly her mouth falls open and she lets out a shrill wail that 
momentarily stuns him. It’s her Quirk, he realizes as his body 
trembles with the aftershocks. He hears an explosion behind him but 
the zombie has already moved. She bounces against the shelf with 
surprising agility before launching at Katsuki with her mouth open. 
He doesn’t dodge, movements affected by the same tremors that 
bind Izuku in place. Katsuki raises his left arm between his body and 
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the threat leaping at him, and the zombie’s teeth hit hard metal. For 
Izuku, the events unfold in slow motion as an entirely different 
moment flashes in front of his eyes. 
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A zombie latching on Kacchan’s left forearm, teeth piercing his skin 
and biting into his flesh with gusto. Kacchan roaring like a beast, 
bringing his free hand forth and blowing the zombie off with a 
powerful explosion... together with his own arm. 


Kacchan heaving with pain as his body doubled over, telling Izuku to 
stay away, that they had no way of knowing if he had been fast 
enough destroying the infected part. 
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Izuku’s ears pop and suddenly the sluggishness is gone. He moves 
in a blur, slamming the zombie away from Katsuki and against the 
wall in a surge of unfiltered rage. The creature crumples on the floor, 
a gurgling sound emerging from its throat as it wiggles, still trying to 
get up and hunt its prey even though Izuku has most likely broken its 
spine. That might just be the most frightening thing about these 
monsters — they never give up, continuing to hunt without care for 
pain or fatigue. 


Kacchan- 


Katsuki is at Izuku’s side in an instant, blowing the zombie to 
smithereens before it manages to attack again. It’s the only way to 
truly make them stop, to destroy them so completely that there is 
nothing left. 


Staring at the ashy remains as the echoes of the ruckus fade, Izuku 
braces for the inevitable wave of guilt and regret he has come to 
expect by now. When he scrunches his eyes closed, he sees her face 
and uninvited words echo in his ears. 


Why didn’t you save me, hero? 


Her family is either gone, roaming the streets as zombies like her, 
or they had to leave her behind. There’s no one else to mourn her, 
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no one to remember her, so he does. He takes the memory of this 
nameless girl and promises to carry it for as long as his feet can take 
him, like he carries all the zombies that he has struck down. 


Katsuki watches quietly, witnessing the moment without comment. 
He never hesitates against an enemy, destroying the zombies with 
the same conviction that led him to sacrifice his own limb without a 
second thought. But Izuku has known him much too long to think 
Katsuki is unaffected by what they have to do. 


It never gets easier. 


Not far away, they find two partially devoured bodies that most 
likely were the zombie girl’s last meal. Looking for identification 
papers isn’t necessary: Izuku remembers the faces from newspapers 
and posters at train stations in the world that used to be. The two of 
them were wanted villains with a considerable sum on their heads. 


They probably ventured underground with a similar motive as 
Izuku and Katsuki — to find resources either to use themselves or to 
sell on a hefty markup for those who can’t afford to explore 
abandoned areas. 


And now they are dead. 7 


Izuku and Katsuki dispose of the bodies to iS VAN 
ensure they won’t rise again to continue a 
spreading the terror that befell them. It’s a 
series of familiar motions at this point, 
and Izuku’s mind wanders as his hands 
work. 


If he still had Danger Sense, he and 
Katsuki may have been able to come 
sooner. It may have been late for the 
zombie, but perhaps two people may 
have been saved. 


It’s not the first time he has this thought, 
and he doesn’t voice it. 
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The rest of the day passes uneventfully. They survey the 
underground mall, making note of anything and everything that 
could be useful. Izuku records every detail in his little book, pouring 
all the passion he once dedicated to his hero notes into cataloguing 
potential supplies. 


As the day draws closer to its end, they begin to prepare for the 
night — the distance to the base is long enough to warrant an 
overnight mission, although those are generally not favoured due to 
the high risks. They pick a tall hotel building, climbing higher and 
higher while closing all doors they find on the way, sometimes 
shoving some furniture in front of them for good measure. Much like 
roaches, zombies seem to prefer to stay close to the ground, and the 
odds of being chased by one with a flying Quirk are comparatively 
small. Still, it’s better to err on the side of caution: to avoid run-ins 
with unexpected roommates (human or otherwise), Izuku and 
Katsuki go all the way to the roof and then retrace their steps 
downwards before settling in a room on the eighth floor. 


The room would have been rather nice if not for months’ worth of 
dust gathered on every surface. Izuku and Katsuki carefully pull the 
bed covering aside, trying not to upset the millions of tiny particles 
gathered on top of it while revealing the relatively dust-free blanket 
beneath. They begin to remove the bulkier parts of their costumes 
for the night, but soon a hand reaches out, a mouth finds another, 
and they fall on each other like waves against the shore. 


They know they have other things to do, that they shouldn’t waste 
the last precious moments of sunlight for this, but the day is 
weighing on them heavily, the burden demanding to be lightened. 
Izuku relishes the warmth of Katsuki’s breath and the grounded 
sensation of pulling the other closer to him. The metal of Katsuki’s 
left hand presses against his side almost hard enough to bruise, but 
Izuku doesn’t mind. It’s in these moments alone that Katsuki’s outer 
shell crumbles, wetness trickling down his cheeks and frustrated 
curses muttered in between the sobs, like he’s admonishing himself 
for the vulnerable display. 


Izuku swallows the hurtful words in his mouth, gently like he’s 
prying knives from a child’s hand, and cradles Katsuki’s face between 
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his palms to let him hide even though there is no one to see them in 
the empty room. 


They lie side by side on the queen-sized bed, much softer than the 
bunk beds of the base, listening to the caws of the crows until the 
last of the daylight dies out. They share a bland meal in the dark — 
the rations were designed prioritizing maximum convenience and 
nutritional value rather than culinary pleasure, so it makes little 
difference whether they can see the food or not. 


After finishing his last bite, Katsuki starts digging for his tool belt. 
Izuku automatically reaches for his own tools to detach the light and 
take it in his hand. They scoot onto the floor and sit cross-legged 
facing each other, Izuku holding the light at thexright angle for Katsuki 
to begin his daily maintenance. 


To be fair, Hatsume did do wonders with what she had when 
designing the tool for Katsuki. The original version was even more 
crude than the current one, made from scrap metal.in a hurry, but 
even now the arm was a far cry from the kind of quality that 
professional support item makers used to be able to churn out for 
any rookie patrolling the streets. It has plenty of weak points, its 
surface is susceptible to damage from liquids, and even small 
amounts of dirt or dust getting inside the mechanism can jam or 
break it — hardly ideal traits for something to be used in life-or-death 
scenarios. 


Izuku knows the process well enough that he could perform it 
himself, but he understands the significance the ritual holds for 
Katsuki, so he doesn’t offer. Instead, he holds the light and 
wordlessly hands out the correct tools before Katsuki asks for them. 
It’s not enough to occupy his mind, so his thoughts wander again. He 
pushes the image of the wailing girl aside, not quite ready to face her 
so soon, and muses on the two villains instead. 


He always imagined he would be catching villains, handing them 
over to justice. He never thought he would be burying them. 


No one talks about heroes or villains these days, anyway. After the 
beginning of the outbreak, some pro heroes defected as soon as they 
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realized the pay checks would stop coming. They escaped the 
country, isolated somewhere with their families or only a few trusted 
friends, or joined violent gangs that hoard resources by force, using 
their power and combat experience to gain an advantage over 
zombies and civilians alike. On the other hand, there are some 
former villains who turned their lives around, joining communities 
and helping vulnerable people to find ways to survive in the streets 
under a threat of violence — but they are greatly outnumbered by 
those who have succumbed to the atmosphere of mistrust and 
paranoia. 


Looking back, All for One’s final farewell to heroes seems almost 
prophetic. 


“What are we, Kacchan?” 


Izuku doesn’t realize he whispered the question out loud until he 
sees Katsuki’s hand stop briefly. He’s relieved that the other doesn’t 
look up, as Izuku isn’t really sure what kind of face he’s making. He 
often feels a little numb these days. 


How can a hero win if the world has already been lost? 


How can a hero save if those who need saving the most are beyond 
help? 


Katsuki is quiet for a good while, methodically reattaching the 
screws. lzuku thinks, not for the first time, that the mess of wires 
hidden under the smooth metal panel is not entirely unlike the web 
of scars across his own arms, concealed under the compression 
sleeves. 


When Katsuki finally speaks, it’s only a couple whispered words, 
confession and absolution in one. 


“. We’re human.” 
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Content Warning: Gore, violence, 
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Katsuki makes his entrance into the mansion by kicking in the door 
with his steel-toed boots, grinning when the handles give way and 
crack under pressure. “That’s more fucking like it,” he laughs, baring 
his teeth and baseball bat towards any sudden movements that 
might occur. 


Kyouka follows close behind with her guitar readied above her 
head, eyes narrowed as she takes in their surroundings. “It sounds 
clear,” she murmurs, steadily ignoring the way Katsuki keeps 
knocking shit over with his baseball bat. “Goddamn it Kats, quit your 
shit and get this place cleared for the rest of us!” 


It takes a few minutes, but they secure the perimeter and alert the 
rest of their team when it’s safe to enter. “Get your asses inside, 
we’re camping out here for a while. Find some fucking food while 
you're at it,” Katsuki calls to the heiress, who holds her head high 
with a grateful smile when she walks past them. With Momo’s 
wealth and their supposed cure, they may have all the ingredients to 
ensure they'll survive this apocalypse and make it out of here. 


Katsuki keeps an eye out for their final member, glaring down at his 
(unfortunate) crush that comes hauling ass through the front door. 
“Sorry!” Izuku pants, looking flushed as he turns around to barricade 
the broken handles. “I had to make sure my files were still in order, 
but we’re good! Is... is there a shower in here?” 


“Go fucking find one later, we have a lot of shit to discuss.” Katsuki 
jerks his head at the high ceilings and shattered chandeliers. “Watch 
your step, Deku. We don’t know what’s been here or if there’s 
anything still alive in this house.” 
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Izuku glares at him and tries to not let his tattered lab coat get 
dusted with cobwebs that linger in the corners. “You tell me this 
now? What if a zombie comes rushing through, Kacchan? What 
then?” 


“My reflexes are too fast,” Katsuki boasts, and gets rewarded when 
Izuku lets out a small snort and makes his way through the living 
room to (hopefully) the master bedroom. He makes sure the 
bloodied bat is securely strapped to his waist and follows close 
behind, always on edge and always ready to make sure his party is 
safe. 


Bakugou Katsuki had grown up watching zombie movies as a child, 
eagerly glued to his TV and watching the actors plan for situations. 
He grows up with plans and making sure everything’s under control 
regarding his social life, academics, and everything else that’s 
important. 


And then, of course, the fucking zombie apocalypse happens. 


There’s still rumors on where the damn thing originated. It’s not 
exactly confirmed, but whispers run through the mill that it was 
started in one of the secret government facilities like Area 51 or 
some shit. Does Katsuki know or care? Not really; as long as he 
knows how to kill these fucking zombies, and stays alive long enough 
to find peace somewhere safe, then he’s fine with not knowing. 


Katsuki’s very first companion, when he’s on the run to try and find 
his family (under the guise of wanting to kill a shitload of zombies on 
a road trip), is Midoriya Izuku. Izuku’s a Biology graduate student 
with a concentration in Environmental Science who’s been hiding out 
in an abandoned university and taking advantage of the labs and 
dormitories since he couldn’t go home to find his mother after all the 
airports were closed. 


He took one look at messy green curls, exhausted demeanor, 
stardust freckles, and ultimately decided that this would be his best 
bet to having someone during the fucking apocalypse. Izuku makes 
for moderately interesting company; he’s not the worst person he 
could’ve picked, but he stuck around during the worst parts, so 
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Katsuki’s alright with it. He had definitely proved his worth on several 
occasions, regardless. 


After a few weeks together, the duo had run into Kyouka, who was 
patching up a bleeding Momo in an abandoned mall after they 
raided it to find supplies. Kyouka had swiped at Katsuki with a lot of 
yelling and guitar swinging, and Izuku had taken the opportunity to 
chat with Momo about their plans. 


Momo had willingly admitted that she was wealthy and was willing 
to pay them to take her to a safe house on the other side of the 
country, where she would ensure their safety as well. Katsuki 
thought Momo was the most important member of their group 
(other than himself, of course) but Kyouka had gotten bit at one 
point protecting them. 


Fearing the worst for their group, Kyouka offered to let herself be 
killed but Izuku had stopped her, hands shaking as he reached in the 
backpack he always carried everywhere. 


In this apocalyptic world, you sometimes have to take chances. 
Katsuki and Momo allowed Izuku to take one. 
And it paid off. 


Midoriya Izuku, by all accounts, is pretty damn smart. He’s always 
excelled at using his brain when others have already thrown in the 
towel. Give him a chance, and he always delivers and goes beyond. 


Katsuki shakes off his memories and startles when he hears a loud 
shout of excitement. “There is running water here! And it’s warm!” 
Izuku calls from a bedroom he’s managed to find. “I’m going to 
shower, let me know if there’s any food in the kitchen!” 


“Don’t die in there,” Katsuki retorts. “We'll lose our only source of 
entertainment for this trip and that’d be a damn shame. We’ll shout 
if we need anything.” 


He ignores Izuku’s squawk of offense and goes the opposite 
direction, pressing forward to reach the kitchen. Kyouka’s already 
there, on a hunt to find suitable food. Momo hoists herself on the 
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counter and crosses her legs, smiling lovingly down at Kyouka. “Good 
evening, Katsuki,” Momo says, nodding in greeting as he makes his 
way over. “Any sign of zombies?” 


Katsuki grunts a negative and jerks his head at the cabinets. There’s 
a fridge that’s actually still on, which is surprising enough in this 
house, and a sink with running water. Judging by the sounds of loud 
off-key singing in the distance, the shower’s perfectly fine too. 


“There’s some unopened brownie mix in here,” Kyouka mutters. 
She doesn’t notice the way Momo’s still looking at her, gazing like she 
put the sun in the sky. “If the oven works, and I’m really hoping it 
does, we could bake some shit! Not literally, of course, but we 
haven’t had decent food in a few weeks. Kinda excited, honestly.” 


“Vm sure it'll be fine,” Momo smiles. “Thank you for all of this, by 
the way. I... | Know we’re nearly at our destination, but you didn’t 
have to stick by my side the entire journey. You could’ve left me for 
dead.” 


“Never, Yaoyorozu Momo.” Kyouka’s reply hits Katsuki in the chest. 
Even though they know Momo’s surname, it’s still a bit of a shock 
that Momo’s super rich. The only reason she got left behind is 
because they ran out of room in their private jet and kicked her out. 


“Their plane went down a few hours later,” Momo had told them 
when they got a decent signal to watch some TV at an abandoned 
motel a week ago. “I’m the last living heiress of the Yaoyorozus. All | 
want is to get Izuku to a secure location so he can help save us all.” 


As it turns out, Midoriya Izuku, in all his kindness and optimism, 
had managed to create something new. With his time spent at 
university, and unlimited access to the laboratories, he had created a 
cure that actually worked against the zombie infection. 


“It’s a serum that increases white blood cells much faster than a 
human’s normal rate!” |zuku explained after he saved Kyouka’s life. 
They were tending to her at the mall, and Katsuki had tuned in to his 
explanation of why she was still alive. “I’m... I’m not sure if | can 
replicate it, but | wrote down the instructions and they’re in my bag. 
That’s why | carry the backpack everywhere.” 
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“This is groundbreaking,” Momo breathed when she looked at 
Izuku’s dusty backpack. “You could be the reason we could save so 
many people! Midoriya Izuku, you’re a genius!” 


Thus began the journey to get both Momo and Izuku to some place 
to keep them safe. Katsuki and Kyouka, sworn protectors, had kept 
their promises to keep the two of them alive and deliver them. 


Close proximity and a different.view of the world can make anyone 
fall in love. Katsuki finds his new reason to live in Izuku, with how 
vibrant the guy is, and how worthwhile he makes everything seem. 


If it led them to this mansion, then Katsuki’s just going to let it 
happen. 


He clears his throat, making Momo gasp and Kyouka stiffen. 
“Gonna go outside to check the perimeter,” he says gruffly. “If the 
idiot comes out of his shower, tell him I’m outdoors. See ya. Try not 
to make the kitchen dirty.” 


There’s a shocked gasp from Kyouka, whose cheeks are already 
starting to burn red at the accusation, but Momo lets out a laugh 
that makes her clutch her sides. “No promises! We’ll send your boy 
after you when he’s done.” She waves him on, and Katsuki leaves 
with Kyouka’s startled “Yaomomo!” ringing in the air. 


) 


“There you are, Kacchan!” 


Katsuki looks up from where he’s glaring down at a zombie lodged 
under his boots. The fucker is disgusting, flesh rotten and loosely 
hanging from its skull. He dislodges the spiked baseball bat from its 
corpse and idly kicks it away to turn and face Izuku. 


He almost chokes; it’s been a while since their last proper shower, 
and Izuku’s curls are the loveliest shade of green and fluffed up from 
a good wash. His freckles seem brighter somehow, and his smile 
could literally blind someone as he jogs towards him, crowbar in 
hand. 
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“Deku,” he greets him. “I guess that shower worked, huh? Find any 
shampoo or conditioner in there? That jacket also looks pretty damn 
familiar, did you swipe it from my bag?” 


Izuku looks down at Katsuki’s own jacket, dwarfing his shoulders. 
Katsuki hates to admit that it looks really good on him. “Might’ve. It’s 
pretty comfy Kacchan, this is your own fault. Besides, | don’t get to 
see your arms often!” 


Katsuki does his best to ignore the fact that he’s trying to hide his 
left shoulder; before the apocalypse happened, his friends had dared 
him to get another tattoo that wasn’t a “cool guy” version. Out of 
spite, he had seen a fire tattoo with a face on it, and gotten it on his 
skin. It wasn’t until afterwards that he realized it was from an 
animated movie that a lot of teens watched. 


(He’s trying not to embarrass himself, okay? Even though Izuku’s 
the bigger nerd, Katsuki’s got a reputation to maintain! It’s pretty 
difficult when one of your permanent additions to your body is from 
an animated movie.) 


“It’s because they’re pretty damn scarred,” 

Katsuki answers, checking his surroundings a 
final time before escorting Izuku back inside. They 
pass by the Jeep that Kyouka had hot-wired at 

the beginning of their journey and he 
makes sure there’s nothing around the 
corner as they hurry indoors. Izuku snorts when 
Katsuki locks the door behind them. “That’s it? 
Please, Kacchan, we’ve definitely seen worse 
together. Haven’t you seen my own arms?” 


..It’s been a while, but he’s got a point. Izuku 
rolls up the sleeves of the jacket and proudly 
shows off the multitude of scars that coat his 
skin. Katsuki figures it should be seen as gross and 
a show of recklessness (which it is, honestly), but 
it also looks really hot and shows that Izuku’s 
willing to take a risk. 
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“Fair enough,” Katsuki sighs. “The hell do you want anyways? Did 
you catch our two idiots sucking face or something? It’s already long 
overdue for those two. I’m tired of seeing them dance around each 
other like a really long and dramatic scene from Giselle.” 


Izuku pauses for a moment to take that in. “...Isn’t that a ballet 
where the girl dies in the end? Hold on, how do you even know 
about that one? Didn’t you play the drums? Do you know romantic 
ballet?!” 


“Not important,” Katsuki bites out, trying to ignore how red the 
tips of his ears are. “The point is, are they dating or some shit? 
Kyouka keeps writing songs about how pretty Momo’s eyes are. I’m 
tired of it.” 


“Oh. Yeah, | passed them holding hands and they gave each other a 
kiss.” Izuku smiles. “I’m so happy for them! | really hope they stay 
together when we make it to the facility. | think it’s super sweet to 
find romance even in the end of the world, y’know? Makes it...worth 
living. Of course, there’s a lot of other stuff too! Like certain foods, 
and other shows | didn’t get to watch or finish, and all the pets | 
want to have!” 


Katsuki quietly resolves to get Izuku a rabbit when they get out of 
this entire situation. “Sure, | guess. Since we’re done, you wanna 
head up to the balcony and chat? | got some shit | need you to hear.” 


“Okay,” Izuku smiles. He readies his crowbar and takes a strong 
swing at an approaching zombie. The head cracks open and the 
zombie slows down momentarily. Katsuki takes a more vicious swing 
and sends the head flying, landing with a satisfying squelch noise. 


“Fore!” Izuku jokes as they make their way to the mansion. They 
pass their two companions, still wrapped up in each other while 
making food in the kitchen. Katsuki locks eyes with Kyouka, who nods 
and burns a bright shade of red when Momo lovingly brushes her 
fingers over her wrist. 


“C’mon, loser.’ Katsuki grumbles, leading the other boy to the top. 
They carefully make their way up creaking stairs and brush cobwebs 
aside; no one’s clearly been here in quite some time, which is 
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perfectly fine by Katsuki. It just means they can spend a decent 
amount of time in this place before they have to leave. 


Izuku’s moderately silent as they find a bedroom and push through 
to an outdoors balcony, where he goes to hoist himself on the railing. 
Katsuki almost lets out a yelp and instead curses, hands flying to 
Izuku’s waist to steady him. “Are you an idiot? What if you would’ve 
fallen?! The railing could’ve given out! Damn it, you are so stupidly 
reckless!” 


“Ve got you to watch my back,” Izuku says confidently. “I’m only 
valuable for that cure, Kacchan. Once we get Momo to wherever we 
have to go, I’m probably going to be sent home. | also want to see if 
my mom’s alive, y’know? | know how this is gonna go.” 


“You're so stupid,” Katsuki bites. “What if we wanted you to stay 
around, huh? You think we would’ve kept you around if we didn’t 
want you? Newsflash, moron, we like you! Momo loves talking to you 
and you saved Kyouka’s life. They both value you dearly.” 


“And what about you, Kacchan?” Izuku presses, resting his hands 
on Katsuki’s shoulders. There’s a glimmer of tears in his eyes that 
wasn’t there before; even though Izuku has claimed to be a crybaby 
before, it’s rare to see him genuinely break down at this point. 


“What about me?” Katsuki asks gruffly. “If | want you around? If 
you don’t know the answer to that already, then you deserve to hear 
ano.” 


“Yeah, | know.” Izuku laughs and wipes his eyes with one hand, 
using the other one to gently caress Katsuki’s cheek. “I learned how 
to read you and even though you're a lot more closed off than | am, | 
know.” 


Katsuki sighs, leaning his head forehead to gently smack it against 
Izuku’s. “If you know, then you should fucking consider everyone 
else’s feelings. If you’re too reckless, then you’re not taking your life 
into consideration. And when you do that, you don’t care about any 
of us. Are you willing to die for this stupid cure you made?” 
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Izuku’s guilty silence already tells him everything he needs to know. 
Katsuki shoulders on. “You should fight to Jive. You'll get to boast that 
you saved humanity and everything else. You get bragging rights for 
the rest of your damn life. You can get rich if you really want to, and 
you can have your mom be good for the rest of her life.” 


At the mention of his mom, Izuku finally crumples and cries, tears 
dripping down his cheeks. “I’m just so used to wanting to sacrifice 
myself for the greater good. | hadn’t considered that there was an 
alternative, Kacchan. I’m so sorry | didn’t think about you guys.” 


“If you sacrifice yourself,” Katsuki says seriously, “I’ll never forgive 
you. Stay alive, Deku. We can’t have a future together if you’re dead. 
Stay alive and I’ll buy you as many pets as you want. We can start off 
with a rabbit, since it’s what you look like the most.” 


“| what?” Izuku’s squawk of surprise makes Katsuki crack up, 
relieving the tension between them. “Wait, hold on, what do you 
mean | look like a rabbit?! Is that why Kyouka calls me Bunny 
sometimes?” 


“You're so dense.” Katsuki shakes his head. “Something like that, 
Bunny.” 


Izuku grumbles about the nickname for a bit until he realizes 
something, lifting his head to stare at Katsuki. “Did... did you just 
confess to me? Like right now? Are you serious, Kacchan? In the 
middle of this talk?” 


“NWNait, what?” 


“CONFESS!” Izuku shouts, getting louder. “I had this whole plan! | 
was going to write a note, or make some fireworks, something! | 
can’t believe this! Upstaged by you AGAIN! You’re the absolute 
worst, |’m so... UGH!” 


Well. Katsuki did technically confess in the middle of that whole 
speech. He rewinds the conversation in his head and winces when he 
remembers. 


Stay alive, Deku. We can’t have a future together if you’re dead. 
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“| might’ve,” Katsuki stares Izuku right in the eye, bright red to 
green. “And what are you gonna do about it, Deku? Are you gonna 
gain some confidence and kiss me? Are you gonna let this 
Opportunity slide by?” 


Bakugou Katsuki is a man of action. Midoriya Izuku knows this 
better than anyone, of course, and answers by grabbing his shirt, 
yanking him in, and pressing their lips together. Katsuki eagerly cups 
Izuku’s chin and makes sure his weight is still supported on the railing 
by wrapping one hand around his waist. 


Izuku sighs happily into the kiss and it makes Katsuki grin, ego 
inflating. “How long?”.he murmurs, pulling away and laughing when 
Izuku pouts. “You might as well say it, since you’re stuck with me for 
the rest of our lives. I’ll get it out of you one-way or another.” 


“You're the worst,” Izuku repeats with no malice. “Fine. When you 
saved that one girl before we met Momo and Kyouka. | was helping 
her brother and you stepped in to save all of us, even though you 
could’ve left us behind. You were super careful tending to our 
wounds and | fell in love.” 


“You've got shit taste in love,” Katsuki informs him, and cackles 
when Izuku smacks him. “No | don’t! For your information, | made 
that choice myself! So, | guess you’re stuck with me too!” 


Katsuki surprises both of them by going in for another kiss. “Jokes 
on you, nerd, that’s all I’ve ever wanted,” he says, grinning when 
Izuku blushes a lovely color of crimson. “Hey, they’re downstairs 
making food; you wanna join them and show off how gross you and | 
are gonna be about dating?” 
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‘d love nothing more,” Izuku assures him, smiling when Katsuki 
lowers him down from the railing. They link hands and head back 
down the stairs, joining their other two companions in the kitchen. 
Kyouka and Momo look up when they enter and spot their hands; 
before someone can yell a congratulations, Katsuki dips Izuku and 
very noisily makes out with him, throwing a middle finger at them. 


“YOU BASTARD!” Kyouka shouts, grabbing a spoon and chasing him 
around the kitchen. “Motherfucker, | will end you—” 
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“Congratulations!” Momo tells Izuku, who slides up next to her 
with a smile. “I’m assuming that we’ll all be sticking together after 
this apocalypse passes, then?” 


Izuku watches the love of his life get chased around the island in 
the middle of the kitchen, laughing his ass off, and smiles so widely it 
hurts his cheeks. “Sounds like a plan, Momo,” he answers, and the 
two watch their partners shout profanities at each other, planning on 
their futures together. 
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The Bruised Light 


by Tamy 


Content Warning: Gore, violence 
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The first rays of sunlight woke Katsuki up gradually, keeping him in 
the limbo between consciousness and muddled dreams for an 
indefinite amount of time. He was not surprised to find himself still 
fully clothed, boots and all—the past months had taught him that 
being ready for anything meant more than just keeping his weapons 
close while he was awake. 


However, he was surprised to find a warm lump wrapped in a 
hoodie that was a couple sizes too big, pressed against his side, 
snoring gently. 


Awareness crashed down on him all at once. His hand flew to his 
hip, grabbing his knife with lightning speed, and he was on his feet 
before his brain had time to catch up with the instinctive reaction 
from his spine. The room spun around him and went dark for a 
couple of seconds before he could steady himself. 


“Kacchan?” 


The tiny, sleepy voice broke through the thoughts that were always 
running ten miles an hour and rattling against the inside of his skull. 


“Kacchan, are you okay?” 


Sunlight was streaming through the old, cracked windows, making 
dust dance endlessly as it pushed through. Sunlight was good. 
Sunlight meant hope, less danger, less death—it meant a new day. 


“| fell asleep,” Katsuki admitted. He sat down on the bed, the 
bedsheets grimy and sticky where he touched them, and he willed 
his racing heart to calm down. “Fuck, I’m sorry.” 


Deku smiled, and that smile lit the abandoned room up more than 
the sun ever could. His hair fell messily all over his face; the braid he 
usually wore was now a chaotic outburst of curls that somehow 
made him look small and soft. “It’s okay, yesterday was Jong.” 


Long was definitely one word for it. Katsuki allowed himself to 
close his eyes for a moment. 


“You still have time to go back,” he said. He didn’t like when his 
voice came out so quiet; it always made him think that he sounded 
defeated. Hopeless. 


“You know | won't,” Deku replied. He pushed himself off the bed, 
past Katsuki, groaning lightly as he stretched. 


Katsuki’s heart squeezed with something that he wished he could 
call anger. The images that had haunted him for seemingly forever 
had only grown more vivid since the previous morning—Deku caught 
between two, three, or more rottens, screaming for help as their 
putrid hands pushed him down and their teeth sunk in his flesh. 


He shook his head. “Deku, you fuckin’ —” 


“Come on, maybe we can still find some edible food here!” His 
voice always had that tint of fake excitement, that chirpy happiness 
that cracked like old paint against the elements, but that morning it 
sounded more shrill than usual. 


He sighed before making himself follow him through the corridors 
of the unfamiliar house. The night before they had broken in 
hurriedly, thinking of nothing but putting a wall between them and 
the rottens that ambled in the dark no matter how flimsy the 
protection was, but the light of day made it look even more eerie 
than the shadows. Katsuki always wondered where the original 
owners of the houses they occupied were now—did they still think 
about what they had left behind, about the cracked family portraits 
and the old vertical piano covered in dust? Were they even alive? 


Were they still wandering around, oozing death and spreading it 
around in their unstoppable, decaying path? 
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“Earth to Kacchan!” 


He blinked. Deku was holding a nasty-looking can right into his 
face. “See, | told you!” 


Katsuki was ready to launch on a tirade about botulism and 
tetanus, but the sight of the rusted can of beans made his stomach 
rumble. He reached for his knife. “Gimme that.” 


= 9) 


“| still don’t think you’re infected, you knowe” said Deku between 
bites. Worry shone through the cracks of the carefully constructed 
mask that was his face. 


The beans tasted sour in Katsuki’s mouth. “Drop it, Deku.” 


“| mean it! | said it to everyone else and I’ll say it to you again, 
okay?” 


Katsuki ran a hand over his face, the skin stretched thin to the 
touch. “They had to make a choice between their safety and mine, 
and they took the logical path.” 


“It—it’s still not fair! Nobody can prove that you were even 
touched by a rotten at all! The fact that they would throw you out 
just like that—” 


Deku’s foot was beating a nervous rhythm against the leg of his 
chair. Katsuki pictured him caught in a swarm of rottens again, except 
that this time it was him who had dragged him to that point. 


“You really should’ve stayed back,” he muttered. “Nobody was 
trying to kick you out.” 


“Shut up.” 
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The car had been Deku’s idea. 


It had been only a suggestion at first, a plan that he had tried to 
drop casually as they walked along the highway—an idea that Katsuki 
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had rejected vehemently all the way up to their first proper rotten 
encounter around noon. 


It had had no way of sneaking up on them, not when the razed 
fields spread flatly for miles before they could blur into smoke, but it 
had been fast, disturbingly fast for the body of the old woman that it 
had once been. Its decomposing limbs fell apart as it ran, and skin 
flaked into nothing to reveal the blackened remains of what had 
once been warm flesh. 


Katsuki had run until a steady blaze burned in his lungs, always 
staying behind Deku, just in case. There was nothing ahead of them, 
no tiny desolated towns, no gas stations, no hole in the ground to 
hide from the corpse; and then, like a signal from the universe that 
something out there still had a fucked up sense of humor to use, 
there was a Car. 


It was almost scary, how easily the two of them acted as a single 
entity sometimes. Katsuki would probably ponder about it once his 
amygdala wasn’t fully taken over by the imminent terror of death. 
And if he stood still and defenseless and stared in awe as Deku 
hotwired the old, sun-bleached car—because that was something 
that he could do, apparently—nobody but the dusty road needed to 
know about it. 


The rotten became a mote of dust in the rear-view mirror long 
before they could catch their breath enough to talk. 


Deku looked like a mess, and Katsuki couldn’t take his eyes off him. 
A year or so of patrolling and following the orders of the self- 
appointed leader of their little group meant that he was used to 
getting less than a couple of hours of sleep a night, so he couldn’t 
blame the thought that flapped around his head like a moth fighting 
the light on exhaustion or sleep deprivation, and yet it was there— 
with his tangled mess of long hair, and the endless cuts and scrapes 
that seemed to multiply on his skin, and the sweat and dirt all over 
him, Deku looked cute. 
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A sudden flare of inflamed, orange sunlight slid into his field of 
view, almost as blinding as Deku’s smile when he turned toward him 
with a hand still firm on the steering wheel. 


“So, | was right in the end, about the car!” 
Katsuki huffed. 


Sunset rushed in fast enough to take them by surprise. Summer 
was coming to an end. 


Nights stretched like a nebulous dream, becoming longer with each 
passing day. Moving from sunrise to sunset and stopping only when 
the shadows brought death quickly became a routine of sorts, ina 
messed up way; they drove forward in the stale, dusty silence, and 
they pushed themselves and the ancient car further and further into 
the endless road. 


Katsuki had long ago stopped pondering the moral implications of 
breaking into abandoned houses for shelter or stealing gas and chips 
that were more than past their expiration date. Brains had ways of 
finding comfort in any situation, no matter how dire; and he had 
Deku next to him. 


The anger and desperation ebbed and receded when he lost 
himself in the nerd’s endless droning, his plans for the future and the 
best place to stay the night and the science behind the sudden 
apparition of the rottens. It was grounding, like an anchor to the 
remainders of a world that was long gone. Sometimes Katsuki got a 
word or two in, replying or adding something and swelling with wry 
satisfaction when Deku nodded approvingly. Sometimes they found 
themselves loudly arguing about which Star Wars movie had been 
the best one, or whether— 


“Kacchan.” 
Oh, shit, he had been staring, hadn’t he? 
Oh, shit, Deku had asked him something. 
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“Huh?” 


They had woken up to a sad, cloudy day, and the car cut through a 
thin sheet of rain to constant white noise. There was no sun to bathe 
Deku’s face in gold, and the dark circles under his eyes looked like 
bruised, blackened skin. 


The sudden silence felt cold, and it took one, two, three seconds 
for Deku’s expression to crumble. “You don’t need to answer if you 
don’t want to.” 


Ah. Of course he was asking about that. Of course Deku wanted to 
know if he was sharing a tiny metal cage with a monster, if after his 
vehement curses and denial in front of everyone that trusted them, 
Katsuki had been lying after all. 


“You don’t need to worry about me turning into a fuckin’ rotten,” 
he replied, maybe a bit too rushed. The word rotten tasted like bile in 
his mouth. “Worry about looking at the road, dumbass.” 


Deku huffed. “I don’t think I’m about to hit any pedestrians, in any 
case.” 


The night that they had just left behind had 
been ripe with noise. Katsuki had spent most of 
his watch tense as a whipcord, a hand on his 
knife, listening to every scratch and every 
growl that the wind brought, only 
distracting himself when a stray beam of 
starlight fell on Deku’s sleeping face. It was 
funny, how the nerd could tower over him but 
still look so small when he slept, his 
expression tinged with a peace that he 
couldn’t find while conscious anymore. 


The silence between them stretched tense, 
brittle, ready to snap. Katsuki took a deep 
breath and forced himself to look ahead 
instead of losing himself in a swirl of freckles 
for once. 
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“Stop fuckin’ worrying, Deku.” 


“MhAm.” 


 ) 


It was bound to happen sooner or later. Looking back, it was only 
logical that using up all their luck in the miraculous car and the gas 
stations that popped up here and there was bound to turn around 
and kick them in the face, but it didn’t make Katsuki any less angry to 
see it happen. 


“Anything?” 


Deku sighed. “No, just like there wasn’t anything the past ten times 
you asked.” 


“Smart-ass.” 


Whenever worry took over Deku he muttered faster, until the 
moment came when there was nothing for him to say anymore. The 
truth was that they were stuck with no gas in the middle of nowhere, 
and they hadn’t seen a sign of life for hours, and darkness was 
swallowing everything with alarming speed. And then the rottens 
would come, swarms of them, as they always did when there was no 
sunlight to force them into the shadows anymore. 


Katsuki wrapped a tense, clumsy hand around his knife and 
swallowed around his fears. For Deku. 


“| wish | had a gun or something.” 


Deku giggled, his cheerfulness gone fully hysterical. “I’ll steal one 
for you next time.” 


“Next time, yeah.” 


The first gasping groan cut off his words with a finality that made 
his blood run cold. There was nowhere to go now. 


Minutes trickled by, seeping into the air like the chill from the night 
air. Even if it made no logical sense, Katsuki thought that he would 
feel a little less exposed if they could turn the car on, if they didn’t 
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need to blend into the night to go unnoticed. A thick, meaty thud 
against his door turned into many, and if he strained his eyes he 
could see the decaying limbs banging as if they could break through 
the metal through sheer strength of will. 


Even in the cold, his shirt was almost immediately stuck to his back 
with sweat. It was easy to let fear flood him when there was only a 
cracked panel of glass between him and some rotten with half of its 
face eaten away to reveal the bone. 


“Kacchan—” 
“Don’t say anything.” 


Deku’s eyes trembled visibly before he could squeeze his eyelids 
shut. Another thud shook the car, strong enough to make it tilt 
slightly, making them both jump against their will. 


“| really don’t want to die before saying it, though.” His words 
rushed out like a stream after a storm. “Il don’t—I would regret it 
forever.” 


Katsuki snorted a laugh. “Well, you would be dead, so—” 
“Shhhh.” 


Katsuki’s knife was smooth and cold to the touch. There was no 
way they would escape with their lives if a window crack grew until it 
shattered, if the latches gave up, if a rotten had some kind of 
weapon. He looked up and found himself trapped in the depth of 
Deku’s eyes, in the intensity of the desire that shone in his face. 
There was a conflict rumbling in his mind, plain as day; the kind that 
he usually sunk into when he was trying to figure out how to survive 
one more day. 


“Kacchan.” 


The first wave of rottens seemed to be dwindling, getting bored of 
trying to get through and achieving nothing. If he focused, Katsuki 
could taste his heartbeat on his tongue. 
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And then Deku was moving forward impulsively, crawling over the 
gear stick and placing his hands on Katsuki’s thighs, and his lips were 
warmer than he could’ve ever fantasized. 


All he could hear for a moment was the rush of blood in his own 
ears. His hands flailed around helplessly, embarrassingly, until he 
settled on wrapping them around Deku; and he was warm and solid 
even if he was shaking a little bit. 


Katsuki swallowed every fear and let his lips part open against the 
insistence of Deku’s touch. What had started as a shy peck grew like 
fire with a gush of fresh wind, and he found himself gasping for air 
every time that he let go, already longing to come back. 


It was a moonless night; the stars shone more brightly than usual. 
Katsuki surfaced from the kiss like a man who had been drowning 
and enjoying every second of it, and, even through the shadows cast 
by the rottens that were still trying to get through, he saw the blush 
and his freckles and his chest rising and falling and he knew that he 
was lost. 


Time became sticky, syrupy, trickling through Katsuki’s fingers like 
blood tended to do. They were endless, the rottens; at some point 
he thought of counting them to entertain himself, but he gave up 
when they kept blurring into each other, a mass of putrefied flesh 
and hands reaching out to get them. 


The night continued on, and on—a year, a decade, an entire 
lifetime spent watching over Deku, who had turned around and 
pretended to fall asleep right after kissing him stupid. If he strained 
his neck in a weird angle Katsuki could look through the window and 
see a patch of stars above them, glittering in a way that made them 
look fragile, like a candle that could be snuffed out with a breeze. 


Another group of rottens began to take interest in the car and the 
smell of life that hid inside, and then another. Katsuki held on to the 
knife, and waited for sunrise, and waited. 
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Growing up, Katsuki had never felt truly comfortable in the 
darkness of night. He’d always felt a childish pang of fear when he 
imagined a world where light never came back, where the expanse 
of the sky remained a dark void day after day—a fear that had only 
come back stronger after everything had gone to shit and those who 
remained alive seeked sun and warmth desperately to stay safe from 
what lurked beyond the light. 


He didn’t nod off, he couldn’t. Exhaustion seeped into his bones 
like a slow, relentless punch, but he didn’t close his eyes until the 
clarity of day began to trickle into the sky. 


As the growls and groans faded away and the first hint of the sun 
arrived like a promise, Deku stirred awake. 


“Hey,” Katsuki said laconically. 
“We're alive?” 


He huffed out a laugh. “Not thanks to your sleepy ass, that’s for 
sure.” 


“Vm sorry! I’m so sorry, | think | always sleep more when I’m 
scared, for some reason.” 


Katsuki looked at the blinding, searing point of light that was visibly 
going up, up in the sky, and thought of chapped lips and freckled 
cheeks. 


“We should start walking,” he said in the end, resigned. 


Deku hummed in agreement and his lips pursed into a pout. “Oh, 
Kacchan, do you think you can help me braid my hair again?” 


Katsuki almost answered with a frowning “What, don’t you usually 
do it yourself?” but he saw something more in Deku’s eyes that 
made him stay silent. Instead, he wordlessly reached over and 
allowed himself to touch the tangled mess that his hair had become. 


“Do you know how to do it?” 
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Katsuki shook his head, but he kept running his fingers through the 
strands that were still soft even after everything that had happened. 
“It can’t be too hard, though.” 


The inside of the car warmed up slowly as sunlight oozed in. Deku’s 
instructions lulled Katsuki into a quiet peace that he hadn’t 
experienced in a long time, patiently telling him how to cross one 
section over the other and tighten the braid. Even when it got 
frustrating, when the strands slipped through his fingers and he 
huffed that this was why he kept his head shaved, Deku seemed to 
melt into his hands and relax. 


Katsuki’s thoughts unraveled out of control like an endless lock of 
green tangling around him. He heard the trust in Deku’s voice all over 
again—the desperate, unshakable certainty when he had defended 
him in front of everyone and begged the group to not throw him out. 


The sun glowed inescapably bright through the dusty windows, and 
for a moment he fantasized about staying inside. He didn’t need to 
push his body forward along a dusty, wrecked highway one more 
time; all he needed was to stay in this little bubble they had created 
for themselves, this place suspended in time and space where 
Katsuki had learned how Deku’s mouth tasted. 


The glittering fantasy didn’t last, crashing into a million clinking 
pieces when he felt the first pang from his empty stomach. 


As if reading his thoughts, Deku stretched as much as the tiny seat 
would let him. “We'll probably run into some kind of town if we walk 
long enough,” he said. 


Katsuki wished they didn’t have to. He wished he could make 
himself into a protective shield, taking every bite meant for Deku, 
making sure that no bruise or abrasion would ever appear on him 
anymore. He wished he could kiss him again. 


“Yeah, let’s go.” 


The Secon Wave 


by Neanea3z21 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, weapon-use, amputation 
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Izuku stared hard at his project, lost in thought. He had questions 
about something he had read in one of the texts he had access to. It 
was an obscure reference, but it piqued his interest. Taking a deep 
breath, he mustered up the courage to say something. 


“Hey Yagi? Have you ever heard of the Corpus Cordyceps plant?” 
Izuku asked, not looking up from his workstation. Sparks flew 
dangerously close to his fluffy hair. Yagi Toshinori paled and turned 
to his trainee. 


“Where— where did you hear about that plant?” Yagi stammered. 


“| read it in one of your books. It was pretty interesting, but | 
noticed that not much info was given about it,” Izuku responded, 
picking up the metal piece he had been working on. Yagi sighed. 


“It’s not a pretty thing to be speaking about, young Midoriya.” 
Izuku looked at his mentor through his dark obsidian goggles. 


“But why? What’s wrong with this one plant?” Yagi was silent for 
a moment as he thought about the best way to tell Izuku about the 
horrible plant. Coming to a conclusion, he turned to his pupil. 


“Sit, and | will tell you.” Izuku dropped what he was doing and 
immediately turned around in his stool, staring intently at Yagi. Yagi 
also took a seat and took a deep breath before starting in on the 
tale of the Corpus Cordyceps. 


“It started as harmless research, my boy... 


“In the beginning, scientists and researchers discovered a rare 
plant type in the high mountains of Casova. It supposedly had many 
promising properties if they could stabilize the compounds found in 
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it. It took them years to understand what they were dealing with, 
and they were so confident in its abilities that no one questioned 
the drawbacks. You see, with every good, there is also the bad, and 
sometimes it isn’t worth the risk. Our whole world is balanced by 
goods and bads, stuck in a very delicate cycle. So while the plant 
had much promise, the unknown consequences were great...” Yagi 
sighed and had a faraway look in his eye. “The plant had the 
potential to cure illness and when they were testing the properties 
of the plant on lab rats, they found that the rats didn’t age, there 
was no sickness, no abnormality. My boy, they had made the 
discovery of a lifetime, they found a potential cure for death itself.” 
Yagi sighed. “But when you attempt to play god, things tend to goa 
bit wrong.” 


“While testing on volunteers, it took a deadly turn. The victims of 
these tests started dropping like flies, only to come back as 
mindless, starving beings. Their eyes turned black as onyx and 
patches of hair fell off in clumps, leaving an oily skin behind, and 
from there they lost control. They attacked anything in sight, and 
one bite could turn another in a matter of days. Humanity was 
falling fast. Surprisingly, those not of the Human race were not 
affected, but by the time they chose to intervene, it was almost too 
late. It nearly destroyed us, and the world as we knew it was 
thrown into chaos. Those remaining scoured the earth for the plant, 
so as to not have a repeat of those terrible years. Izuku.” Yagi took a 
breath. “It is not something you need to look into, my boy. Ever. Do 
you understand?” 


Izuku, who had gone pale during the story, nodded in 
understanding. “Yes sir.” 


Yagi gazed at him a little longer before nodding. “Good. Now my 
boy, | do believe it is almost time to relieve your mother from her 
position at the Inn. Why don’t you head on out. Please let her know 
| will be there shortly.” Izuku nodded again and quickly left, leaving 
Yagi by himself. He gazed out the window, watching his pupil run 
down the busy street of Fae vendors and merchants, thinking about 
the Corpus Cordyceps plant. He shuddered. 
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“It’s all behind us now,” he whispered to no one, but a dark cloud 
of worry came over his mind. “Everything is fine.” 
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“Kat, | understand you are absolutely in love with Midoriya, but is 
it really necessary for us to find this thing? | mean he said that he 
could get this himself,” Kaminari called from the far back of their 
little group. 


Katsuki Bakugou, who led the expedition, paused to rub his 
temples. Turning his head, his red eyes locked onto Kaminari’s 
yellow. “Shut the fuck up, dumbass. If Deku came out here, he 
wouldn’t last a week. It may be just some flower and some horns 
from a boar, but remember the last time he went off on his own?” 
he asked, raising an eyebrow. The group behind him shuddered, 
remembering the injuries that occurred before the boy in question 
was found. “Tch, that’s what | thought,” Katsuki said moving 
forward, scanning the grove they had found themselves in. His eyes 
wandered over to a patch of seemingly harmless wildflowers 
surrounded by a dark, shiny dirt circle. “There they are, the Fairies’ 
Milk flowers.” He gestured towards the patch. Mina gave a low 
whistle. 


“Babe, that’s not good. That circle is Onyx Dirt. We’ll need to 
purify it or something first,” she said, looking through her bag. 


“Well, get to it. While you’re working on that we'll search for that 
damn boar horn.” He motioned for Kirishima and Kaminari to follow 
him. “Just yell when you’re done. We won’t go far.” Mina nodded 
and set about the purification process. 


“Alright, l’d rather not get separated, but we need to spread out. 
It’s just the native boar in the area. Nothing special. Don’t kill it. Just 
subdue and get the tusk. Do | make myself clear?” 


“Crystal, brother,” Kirishima said before taking off in the northern 
direction. Katsuki turned to Kaminari next. 
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“Yeah, | got it. Although, on the way back we will be talking about 
your repressed feelings for Mido.” Kaminari rolled his eyes and 
walked towards the south. 


“diot.” Katsuki grumbled continuing forward. “I don’t have 
feelings for the nerd. He just ...” Katsuki sighed, thinking over all of 
the times the nerd lit up a room or how it feels like his heart stops 
when he smiles at him. Katsuki paused, eyes going wide. “Oh, oh 
no... | love the nerd.” Katsuki groaned, head in his hands. He looked 
towards the sky, “Well, no use in thinking about it now,” he 
whispered, and moved forward. 


After walking for a little while longer, Katsuki noticed a sickly- 
sweet smell permeating the air. He covered hisnose and moved 
towards where the smell was the strongest. Coughing, he looked 
around the trees, spotting a dark black wing covered in broken 
branches. “What the...” Katsuki mumbled. He moved closer, 
weaving in and out of the trees. When he reached the wing itself, 
he followed it towards the body, until he found the head of the 
being. His eyes widened at the creature. A black scaled dragon 
came into his view. Its blue underside was torn, wounds that were 
once fatal were stained by the black blood on the scales. The body 
was straining against the metal mechanisms covering it, due to 
expansion after its death. Katsuki had to take a few steps back in 
shock. “Oh my god...” He heard a voice behind him. Kirishima, 
Kaminari, and Mina stood a few steps back. 


“What the... What happened to him?” Kirishima asked, slowly 
moving closer to it. 


“) don’t know,” Katsuki replied. The longer he stared at it the more 
he saw. Deep marks, new and old, covered its sides. Burn marks ran 
along its wings and its left eye. Its eyes, once an onyx black, were 
now a dark grey due to a milky cloud covering the eyes. 


“Hey, isn’t that one of the cavern dragons? They’re supposed to 
be located near the islands. What is it doing all the way out here?” 
Kaminari asked, crouching down to view its face. “Migration?” 
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“No, it can’t be.” Katsuki regained his composure. “They live in the 
tropics, down in those caves. No reason to migrate.” They continued 
to look over the dragon and pondered what had happened. The 
group didn’t notice slight twitching of the body; the smell, however, 
got worse as they stayed in the area. 


“Baku, we should go. We need to get back,” Mina called from 
where she stood. Katsuki sighed, knowing she was right. 


“| got it. Come on losers, let’s go,” he called the other two. They 
all slowly made their way out of the forest, retracing their steps. As 
they crossed the clearing where the flowers were, they stopped, 
hearing a low moaning sound of a dragon. Slowly turning, they 
faced the dragon they just left. Black blood came from its mouth, its 
eyes were unfocused, and scales fell with every movement it made. 


“Um... hey, dumb question,” Kaminari stated, moving his way 
backwards from the dragon. “But isn’t that thing dead?” 


“What do we doe” Kirishima asked. Katsuki looked around the 
area for a place to hide, doing quick calculations on their chances. It 
wasn’t very good. 


“Shitty hair, Horns, Sparky.” He gently pulled the other two back 
with him towards Kaminari. “Run!” he finished, turning his back on 
the creature— he wasn’t sure if it still qualified as a dragon— he 
pushed them all ahead of him. They took off, vaulting over fallen 
logs and avoiding the branches as best they could. Katsuki chanced 
a look behind them, regretting it. Even though they were ahead by a 
decent amount, the creature was still following at a decent pace. 
Not gaining, but also not falling behind. Turning forward, he 
shouted, “Faster, idiots!” The group picked up the pace, running 
even faster towards the way they came. The trees became thinner 
the farther they moved. 


Finally breaking through the tree line, they raced along the cliff 
side towards the zeppelin they came on. “Soy face!” Katsuki called. 
A dark-haired man popped out from one of the side windows. “Get 
her started!” The man had a confused face, until the creature 
stumbled out of the forest, and nearly rolled off the cliffs. 
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“Oh sh—” he started, before ducking back into the window. 


The creature stopped momentarily to sniff the air, turning 
towards the direction they were sprinting. It moaned lowly, causing 
chills to run up the group’s spines. They reached the ship and 
quickly climbed the ladder up. Katsuki was still climbing when the 
creature almost reached them. “SERO!” he called. “Get going!” He 
felt the ship move away from the cliff and dug into one of his 
pockets. Pulling out a round object, he scrapped it along the side of 
his jacket, lighting its fuse. “Deku if this doesn’t work, I’m haunting 
you,” he whispered, throwing the object. He watched as they slowly 
went up and away from the creature, which was attempting flight. 
As the object fell just underneath the creature, it started to rise 
despite its broken wing. Katsuki’s heart fell as it started to take off, 
but noticed the object started to smoke. A smirk made its way to his 
face. “Gotcha, fucker,” he said as the object detonated, blowing the 
creature off course and sending it plummeting down the cliffside. 


He watched the area a few more minutes before making his way 
up the ladder. He was met with the concerned looks of his friends. 
Katsuki pushed past them into the main cabin. “Bakugou. What was 
that?” Sero asked as Katsuki looked at him and the crew over. They 
were all pale and shaking. He looked down and noticed his own 
shaking. Clenching his fist, he turned to them. 


“V’m not sure.” He took a breath and closed his eyes, trying to 
calm himself. “That wasn’t fucking natural, obviously.” He looked 
towards the maps on the table behind him and his eyes found the 
village of Musutafu. “Let’s head home. We need to regroup, and 
maybe Yagi knows something about this. We should be there in a 
couple of days.” 


“We’|l need to stop beforehand though,” Kirishima advised. “We 
need to stock up on some things, dude. This trip was kinda out of 
the blue.” The others nodded. Katsuki sighed. He felt like he had 
been going that a lot recently. 


“Fine. There’s a village near us. Let’s stop there. Maybe they can 
give us some answers about whatever that thing may have been,” 
Katsuki agreed reluctantly. He dismissed the group and leaned on 
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the table, surveying the maps and regions. “Just what happened to 
you?” he whispered. 


Katsuki was frustrated, He expected something more when they 
arrived at the village, but all they got was dead ends and rumors. 
Most people had looked at the group in confusion at the questions 
they were asking. Some had outright denied anything was amiss. 
The only information they had gotten was from travelers, and that 
information wasn’t the best. Just rumors of an Occult in the South 
and whispers of the dead rising in the East where the oceans, 
mountains, and forests meet. One thing all the travelers seemed to 
agree on was that something was happening, and it wasn’t good. 


It seemed like it wasn’t just the dragons being affected either; it 
was also the fairies, dryads, trolls, and dwarves. The Mers hadn’t 
been heard from, but at this point, the group wasn’t ruling it out. 
Whatever it was seemed to be spreading among the races. 


Katsuki looked over his tankard and observed the bar they 
decided to stop in before taking off again. Kaminari sighed and laid 
on the table. “Man, these people don’t know much do they?” He 

looked over at Sero. “Did you get laughed at too? Or was 
it just me?” Sero nodded. 


“Yeah, and then some. | 
think the people are starting 
to think we’re crazy with 

some of the looks I’ve been 
given.” The group glanced 
around, taking note of the looks 
they were getting. The townsfolk 
quickly looked away upon 
realizing that they had been caught. 
Katsuki scoffed. 


“What a bunch of idiots,” Katsuki 
mumbled into his drink. He took one 
more glance around the room before his 
eyes settled on a group of cloaked 
beings in the corner on the opposite 
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end of the bar. He narrowed his eyes as one of them didn’t stop 
staring at them. His charred skin in the shadows did nothing to ease 
Katsuki’s sudden suspicions. 


Taking the last swig of his ale, Katsuki stood up. The others 
followed soon after. “Baku?” Mina called. “Are we leaving already?” 


“Yeah, the sooner we get back the sooner we can get answers. 
Yagi will most likely know what to do.” As they made their way 
quickly out to their ship, Katsuki could feel the gaze of the cloaked 
beings, and a heavy rock settled in his stomach. 


Climbing the ladder, he yelled to Sero and Kaminari. “Get those 
engines in gear! | want to be in Musutafu by morning.” Sero 
whipped around to face him. 


7 


“But we’re still a whole day away! We'll never make it!” Sero 
exclaimed, waving his arms around frantically. The look Katsuki gave 
him made him shrink down. 


“| don’t give a flying fuck how long was ‘may’ have had!” He 
marched up to Sero and grabbed his shirt. “We WILL be there by 
morning, or so help me, whatever gods you pray to will be seeing 
you soon. Am. |. Clear?” Katsuki growled. Sero nodded frantically. 


“Yes, Captain,’ he squeaked. Katsuki let him drop. Kirishima slowly 
approached him after Sero was long gone. 


“Hey brother, you alright?” he asked tentatively. Katsuki shook his 
head, surprising Kirishima. 


“No, | have a bad feeling that isn’t going away. | just know we 
need to get to Musutafu.” He turned to walk away. “I don’t want to 
feel this, but | would hate to ignore it and something happen, 

y’ know?” he asked before walking away. Kirishima could only nod 
silently and keep watch over the sky, hoping that for once, Katsuki’s 


feeling was wrong. 


The morning sun was high in the sky by the time that Izuku left 
the Inn, waving goodbye to his mother. “Bye, Mom! I'll see you 
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later!” he called as he grabbed his satchel and ran out the door. 
Inko turned just in time to see her son leave. 


“Be safe!” she called before shaking her head and going back to 
taking the order of one of the elders of the village. The older 
villager smiled. 


“He’s such a good boy, my dear. You must be proud,” they spoke. 
Inko smiled softly. 


“He really is a good one,” she replied. 


Izuku ran down the streets towards Yagi’s tower, passing by the 
vendors and market stalls that were packed with people like usual. 
Just an ordinary day, he thought to himself as he almost reached 
the tower door. 


As he reached for the door handle, a scream echoed through the 
market that stopped everything in its tracks. Izuku lowered his hand 
from the door and turned slowly towards the sound. Gazing around 
the area, Izuku’s eyes found a small girl in the middle of the crowd 
who appeared to be hunched over, clutching her arm. The girl’s 
parents quickly moved forward, only to have their daughter lash out 
and growl inhumanly at them. 


Slowly, the crowd noticed more and more creatures appeared: 
different races, all in varying states of decay. Fairies and trolls 
wobbled and glided down the streets, as ogres and dryads moved 
to chase some of those who were choosing to flee. Izuku made his 
way into the tower, forgetting to close the door. “Yagi! We have a 
problem!” he shouted. 


Yagi was startled out of his readings and turned towards Izuku. 
“My boy, | was just wondering where you were—” 


“Yagi! There’s... There’s—” a low growl was heard behind him, 
making Izuku pause and causing Yagi to look behind him. Yagi’s eyes 
widened. “Izuku, My boy. When | say run, | need you to run as fast 
as you can to the ports. Hide there until your mother and | come 
and meet you. Understand?” 
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“But—” |Izuku started to protest, however was silenced by the 
look on Yagi’s face. He simply nodded and turned towards the troll 
who seemed to have entered the tower and Yagi started to count 
down. 


“1... 2... 3... GO! RUN, MY BOY!” he shouted, swinging his old 
sword at the being. Izuku took off as quickly as he could, weaving in 
and out of the streets to the airship port. Panting, he leaned against 
a Wall for a moment, only to regret it as he felt a shooting pain in 
his arm. Glancing down, he saw the young girl from the center, 
biting down on his left arm. 


“Hey! Let go!” he screamed as he knocked the child off him. She 
fell, her silver hair fanning around her as she hit,the ground. Izuku 
took off again, not wanting to wait for something else to catch him. 
Clutching his arm, he turned the corner to the port, only to bump 
into a solid body. Izuku stumbled and braced himself for another 
attack that never came. “Deku?” the body called. 


He looked up to see ruby red eyes and blond hair. “Kacchan,” 
Izuku breathed, a slow smile spread across his face, only to grimace 
again as he felt his arm throb again. He noticed Katsuki frown and 
grabbed his arm. 


“WNhat the fuck happened?” Katsuki exclaimed. Izuku felt dizzy 
and tried to explain. 


“Creatures... Screaming... Little girl chased...” He started to fall, 
only to be caught by Katsuki. “Don’t get bitten, Kacchan,” he 
whispered before passing out. 


Katsuki cursed and ran back towards the zeppelin, climbing 
aboard as the crew was preparing to disembark. “Hey Bakubro! 
Back so soon? Oh, hey, is that Midor—” Kirishima started to say as 
Katsuki hit a button to retract their docking plank. 


“What the hell, man?” the crew exclaimed. Katsuki ignored them, 
setting Izuku down on the ground and pulling out a large knife from 
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his boot. The crew looked stunned as they watched their friend tear 
the sleeve of the unconscious boy, revealing a nasty bite. 


Katsuki looked towards them in desperation. “Hold him.” The 
crew jumped into action. Katsuki quickly kissed Izuku’s forehead, a 
tear slipping out. 


“V’m sorry, Deku.” He raised the knife to Izuku’s elbow and closed 
his eyes as he swung down. 


~4 months /ater~ 


Izuku held his arm in front of him. It was different from what it 
once was. The mechanical prosthetic was beautifully made, what 
with all the different gadgets that he now had access to, but it 
required maintenance. He pulled a wrench from the tool bag next 
to him and began tightening a bolt near the base that connected 
the prosthetic to his body. He was so lost in concentration, he didn’t 
realize he was being snuck up on. 


“Deku, if you keep fucking with it, Mei’s gonna be pissed when 
she sees you again,” Katsuki whispered in his ear. Izuku jumped and 
fell from his seat, dropping the screwdriver in the process. 


“No, she won't,” Izuku huffed. Katsuki looked up at him and raised 
his eyebrow in disbelief. Izuku blushed. “Well, maybe she’ll be a 
little bit mad, but then she’ll love the improvements!” he exclaimed 
and went on about all the extra things he could do and change. 


Katsuki shook his head with a fond smile reserved for Izuku. 
“Whatever, nerd.” He pulled himself up from the engine. “Just so 
long as it’s functual when we take down these monsters, | don’t 
care.” 


“Whatever you say, Kacchan.” Izuku smiled. “Have you heard from 
Yagi and my mom?” he asked. 


“Yeah, they are working on rebuilding the town. This disease is 
spreading like the one from the old days. Everyone is on edge.” 
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Katsuki looked at Izuku. “But as of right now, they’re just fine. Don’t 
worry yourself, Deku.” 


Izuku nodded. “Thanks for saving me, Kacchan.” 
“Whatever, nerd,” Katsuki replied, blushing. 


After a few minutes of silence, Izuku broke it again. “Hey, 
Kacchane?” Katsuki hummed in response, sorting through his tool 
bag. Izuku gazed out towards the horizon. “Do you think we can 
beat them?” 


Katsuki paused and looked at Izuku, his face unreadable. Taking 
his mechanical hand in his, he spoke with confidence. “If it were any 
other extra doing this, l’d say no. But it’s you and me, nerd. 
Together, we can do anything.” Izuku smiled and leaned his head on 
Katsuki’s shoulder. 


“Alright, Kacchan. We’ll do this together.” 
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A scarred hand curled into a gentle fist, sounding three knocks on 
the door before dropping down. “Kacchan?” Izuku called, smiling. 
“Vm here, open up!” 


It’s open, nerd!” Katsuki yelled back, jogging down the stairs to 
meet Izuku at the door. 


Surprisingly, Katsuki invited Izuku over to play some video games, 
just the two of them. They were rebuilding their friendship piece by 
piece, carefully putting back together what they once had. It was like 
a tower of cards held together by superglue. They had to hold their 
breath when carefully lining the glue across the edge and using a 
steady hand to set the card in its place. Only after they were sure the 
glue would hold could they finally relax. It was the only way to 
describe the mess that was their friendship. They were joined at the 
hip, and even throughout their worst times there was a connection 
between them. Now, they were trying to strengthen it. And so, 
Katsuki grew a pair and invited Izuku over to have some fun, like the 
‘good ol’ days.’ Of course Izuku accepted, why wouldn’t he? Katsuki 
never invited him over like this! 


Izuku opened the door with a smile, walking in and sliding off his 
shoes. The comfortable aroma of Katsuki’s childhood home 
welcomed him in like a warm hug. The house hadn’t changed one bit 
since they were young. It was cozy, nostalgic, inviting, just generally 
amazing. Izuku remembered the long sleepovers they used to have. 
Usually, he would wake up from a nightmare and slowly crawl into 
Katsuki’s bed from his spot on the futon. Katsuki would wrap his 
arms around Izuku and hug him close— the two immediately falling 
asleep. Eventually, they didn’t pull out the futon for Izuku to sleep in 
anymore: it was just known that he would sleep with Katsuki from 
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the beginning. This continued into their middle school years; they 
didn’t see anything wrong with it, so why stop? When they fell out 
and went separate paths, Izuku no longer came over. They no longer 
shared a bed, had sleepovers, or enjoyed their friendship. They still 
walked the same direction, but so much of their relationship 
changed. 


“Heya, Kacchan! Thanks for having me over!” Izuku quickly bowed 
and beamed up at his friend. 


“Don’t bow at me, you loser. You don’t need to be all respectful 
and shit.” Katsuki rolled his eyes. “Anyways, just go to my room and 
get comfortable. Ill bring up food in a second; it’s almost ready.” He 
nodded towards the kitchen and Izuku finally became aware of the 
heavenly smell throughout the house. 


“What did you make? It smells amazing, Kacchan!” he exclaimed. 


Katsuki smiled proudly. “Katsudon. Your favorite. So go, I'll get the 
bowls set up for us.” 


Izuku nodded and promptly went up the stairs into Katsuki’s room, 
dropping his stuff off on the floor and sitting on the edge of the bed. 
He scrolled through his phone until Katsuki walked in with two 
steaming bowls. A wordless exchange was made as Katsuki handed 
Izuku his bowl with a small, barely noticeable smile. He sat in his 
desk chair, set his bowl down and blessed his food before eating. 
They ate in silence, enjoying the presence of each other. Words 
weren’t needed right now; the food could do all the talking itself. 
Eventually, their bowls were empty and they were pleasantly stuffed 
with Katsuki’s cooking. 


“That was delicious, Kacchan, thank you!” Izuku broke the silence. 


“Mm. Thanks, | guess. Now let’s just get to playing, yeah? I’m 
gonna beat your ass,” Katsuki responded with a snarky smirk, picking 
up a controller and turning the console on. There was a small blush 
on his face, but Izuku ignored it. 


He already chose a game with Izuku before he came over. They 
decided on Zombie Hunters: Rise of the Undead for today. The screen 
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illuminated with the home page, then Katsuki logged onto his profile 
and selected the game from the menu. He chucked the second 
controller to Izuku without looking to see if he had caught it or not 
(which he did) as he continued setting up their game. 


When Izuku was situated, Katsuki looked over with a grin anda 
glint in his eye. “Ready to get your ass whooped?” he asked. 


“| don’t know, Kacchan. You ready to get your ass whooped?” Izuku 
responded. 


“\n your dreams.” Katsuki pressed play, unaware of the 
consequences he would face doing so. 


The console suddenly began malfunctioning— red sparks igniting 
from it. A small ‘what the fuck?’ from Katsuki was heard as a fog 
formed from the machine. It filled the air, making it hard to see 
things a few feet in front of them. The mist was thick. They coughed 
and gagged as they waved it away. Izuku tried getting up.to.run, but 
his limbs felt heavy and numb. They struggled to make sense of what 
was happening. Outstretched hands grabbed onto each other, pulling 
them closer together as their vision waned into nothingness. 


It felt like ages passed before they finally woke up. Katsuki was the 
first to come around, groggily shaking his head and groaning. He 
noticed Izuku was laying on top of him, so he shook him a little. 
“Deku. Deku! Izuku, damn it, get up!” 


Izuku jolted awake, grabbing onto Katsuki’s arm with a startled look 
before realizing who it was, and relaxing. “Where are we?” 


Katsuki looked at his surroundings, jumping when he noticed 
where they were. It was a run-down town, like a wasteland. Cars and 
bikes were left out as if life was there once upon a time. The air was 
warm, musty, and unpleasant to breathe in. Several buildings lined 
the road they were lying on, all worn down and broken, most of 
them with shattered windows and cracks in their foundations. The 
first thing that caught Izuku’s eye was the sky. It was a dark grey with 
thick clouds smothering the usual blue. The air was heavy, infiltrating 
their poor lungs and suffocating them. 
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“Good question, Deku,” Katsuki responded, still looking around to 
take in the ugly scenery. 


Izuku did the same, taking in a small gasp before speaking. “Hey, 
doesn’t this look like one of the worlds in Zombie Hunter? | could’ve 
sworn we’ve played here before.” 


Katsuki scoffed in disbelief. “You’re right. Holy shit. Did we get 
sucked into this shitty game?” he breathed. 


“Fuck, Kacchan. If we did, that means we’re in a whole lot of 
trouble. We need to find weapons or something or we’ll never make 
it out of here alive.” Izuku immediately got up and dusted himself off. 


“Well, we’re underdressed for this, aren’t we?” Katsuki rolled his 
eyes and pointed to their outfits. 


Oh, shit. That was also true. They were severely underdressed for 
the whole ‘zombie apocalypse’ thing. Izuku was wearing a white 
crew-neck t-shirt with an image of All-Might’s silhouette printed on 
the front in red. The words ‘I am here!’ were printed below in bold, 
yellow font with blue shadowing. Dark blue jean 
cargo shorts that stopped right above the 
knee were his pants of choice. Several large, 
deep pockets adorned the shorts while long 
white socks stopped mid-calf. His favorite red 
shoes (which he wasn’t wearing before being 
transported into the game) completed the 
rest of his outfit. 


Katsuki wasn’t as extravagant— fairing = (>), 
no better. A tight-fitted black tank top 
along with dark grey sweatpants made up his 
outfit. Two extra pockets were on the side of 
each leg, near the middle of his outer thigh. He 
was wearing dark ankle-length socks with a pair 
of sneakers. A grey and black flannel with 
shallow pockets was wrapped around his 
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waist. Izuku took a quick look at their appearances and groaned, 
wiping a hand down his face. 


“God, we’re going to die,” he groaned. 


“No, we’re not. Shut up. There's gotta be instructions here 
somewhere. If we’re in the game, that means we can just complete 
it, right?” Katsuki hit his friend on the shoulder lightly, receiving an 
‘ow!’ in response. 


How is he so calm right now?’ |Izuku thought as he willed away the 
feeling of dread in the pit of his stomach. 


At that moment, a voice suddenly reverberated through their 
minds. It wasn’t a pleasant voice— raspy and dry, but wet and heavy 
at the same time. An absolutely abhorrent sound that disgusted the 
two and chilled them to their bones. 


“You won't escape until you spend a week here. Each day there will 
be a new wave of zombies for you to defeat. If you survive, I'll bring 
you right back,” the disturbing voice said. “If you know how to play 
this game, you'll be fine.” 


It didn’t say anything more after that, and Katsuki and Izuku looked 
at each other with raised eyebrows. A silent ‘are you kidding me’ 
passed between them. Wasting no time, they split up to search the 
run-down town for weapons. Izuku soon came across a box. He 
opened the lid, taking a few steps back when a gun appeared 
magically from within. 


“Kacchan! | found the box!” he called out, taking the gun with a 
tentative grasp. 


Katsuki went up to Izuku and smiled. “Nice.” He then opened the 
box himself, grabbing the gun that appeared for him and checking it 
out. “Not bad. This’ll be a piece of cake.” 


Just then, the voice came through once more. 


“Round One.” 


ee 


) 


Day 1 
7 A.M. 


First Wave 
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Both Katsuki and Izuku took a fighting stance when they noticed 
someone— something— coming their way. Katsuki’s eyes narrowed 
as several undead creatures appeared out of nowhere. They crawled 
over fences, came from behind abandoned cars, and erupted from 
places unknown. Some were fast, some slow, but both of them were 
ready. They already knew the rules of the game, so this would be 
easy— or so they hoped. 


Over the years, they’d mastered the game, knowing each of the 
maps like the back of their hands. Bullet after bullet shot from their 
weapons, precisely hitting almost every zombie with scary precision. 
Their training at U.A. helped with their hand-eye coordination, even 
if they didn’t necessarily use guns. 


After a while, Izuku’s gun ran out of ammunition. He cursed audibly 
and threw it to the floor, grabbing the dagger that had spawned on 
him when he awoke. Although it wasn’t ideal, they were too far from 
the box for Izuku to split off from Katsuki to get a new weapon. 
Separating was not a good idea. Izuku had to go into close combat, 
using his dagger to eliminate the foe. He had some close calls, but 
luckily Katsuki was there to help. They were a team now, pushing 
aside any conflict and forgetting about the past for the time being. 


Hours later, Katsuki stabbed the last zombie with his own knife to 
finish off the round. The corpse fell to the ground in front of him, and 
a few seconds later, the horrid voice reverberated through the air 
once more. 


“You have eight hours to rest. Round Two will commence at seven 
a.m. sharp,” the voice informed them. 
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“My hair was getting in the way. I’m not digging it right now,” Izuku 
commented, pushing the long locks away from his face. “My neck is 
all sweaty too. If this is just day one, | don’t want to fucking know 
what it would be like the rest of the days.” 


Katsuki nodded. “I agree. This is a large town. Maybe we'll find a 
barbershop? We could look around a little,” he suggested, shrugging. 


Izuku nodded and began walking down the street, keeping an eye 
out for the broken signs atop the buildings. After 15 minutes of 
searching, they found a barbershop. They broke in, searching the 
store for some clippers. Rubble was piled and strewn across the floor, 
chairs out of place, and utensils scattered around. By some miracle, 
they found electric clippers. To Katsuki and Izuku’s surprise, the 
electricity still worked. They noticed some signs were lit up; even 
though they were flickering and it was spotty, it was something. They 
cut each other's undercuts, erasing the problem of their hair getting 
in the way and, hopefully, keeping them a little cooler for longer. 
They left the shop as soon as they were done; there was no time to 
waste. They needed to sleep as well. 


Katsuki and Izuku walked for a little while to an inn, entering one of 
the rooms. Some of the drywall was on the ground; the bed was 
disgusting, but it was better than nothing. There was only one bed, 
but they didn’t care at all. They preferred sleeping together so it was 
easier to warn each other if they accidentally slept in and got jumped 
by zombies in their sleep. They decided to wake up an hour before 
the second wave arrived, knowing their internal clock would wake 
them. Even though they had faith in their bodies, a quick adjustment 
to the bed was made. 


“Kacchan, look. If we move the bed over here, the sun will shine on 
our faces before the round should start. | don’t know about you, but 
that usually helps wake me up,” Izuku suggested, pointing to the 
window and the bed. 


Katsuki nodded, heading to one side. Izuku went to the other, and 
together they pushed the bed into position. When they were done, 
they hesitantly crawled on top of the mattress, not bothering with 
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the covers. They knew they wouldn’t get a good rest. In fact, Katsuki 
was positive they would barely fall into the clutches of sleep. 


He was right. Of course, he was right. 


They barely slept; Izuku ended up waking before the sun was even 
close to his face. He was grateful they got sleep in the first place; it 
was needed. He decided to get up and look around, Katsuki would be 
okay on his own for a little bit. Izuku was walking through the 
abandoned town for only a few minutes when he found a stationery 
store. His curiosity got the best of him and he walked in, taking a look 
around. Nothing was of significance to him; it didn’t seem like any of 
this would help them out much. Something did end up catching his 
eye, though. A small, simple journal. 


“| could keep my sanity up by writing, maybe.” Izuku thought out 
loud, picking up the journal and finding a pack of penson the floor. 


He took the journal back to the room with him, where he wrote in 
it every single night before bed. He would tell the journal what 
happened that night, whether he and Katsuki would be okay or not, 
and he would often use it to hype himself up before the next day 
started. The entry of the night before the final day was especially 
important to Izuku because he really let his feelings go through the 


pen and onto the page. 


Izuku’s ‘Zombie Apocalypse’ Journal 


Never did | think | would get trapped in a deadly video game. Over 
the past six days, we have been fending off zombies and fighting for 
our lives almost non-stop. There is hardly any clean water around 
(we’ve resorted to getting the shitty water from the well pumps and 
boiling the hell out of it), and food is scarce. Not to mention we never 
get any good sleep. 


| can’t remember what a good night’s rest feels like. We have to 
sleep as light as a feather, wake up early to prepare ourselves, then 
proceed to fight things that are out for our guts until nightfall. It’s 
absolutely miserable, and trying to do all of this while running off of 
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the lightest sleep you can think of is horrible. We’re alive, but barely. 
Every day gets harder and harder to survive, and we’ve sustained 
some rather interesting injuries. You know, from falling out of 
windows or tripping on shit. 


It’s weird to say, but | feel like our second night here was the 
hardest so far. We barely slept, we were hungry and thirsty, and we 
were still trying to grasp what had happened to us. Not only was it a 
struggle to adjust to this new way of living, it was a struggle to even 
accept that it happened in the first place. 


On night four, Kacchan got a pretty nasty cut on his arm from a 
broken bottle he fellon. We haven’t had any real scares about getting 
killed by the zombies though. Turns out. we’re @little better at this 
than we think. We can’t use our quirks here, (trust me, I’ve tried 
MANY times) which sucks. Tomorrow is our last day, though. Then 
we'll finally be free from this hellhole. We just have to believe we’ll 
make it through. 
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Katsuki awoke first, taking a glance at the sky to figure out what 
time it was. About six, it looks like. Better wake Izuku so we can get 
ready, he thought to himself, looking over at the sleeping male. 
“\zuku. Wake up. We have probably less than an hour to get ready. 
It’s the last day we have to do this bullshit.” 


Izuku woke up immediately. Turns out you fall into the lightest of 
slumbers during an apocalypse, who knew? He was up within 
seconds, ready to leave the inn they camped at every night since 
they arrived. And so they did, walking to the latest box locations. 
Sometimes in the box, there would be a teddy bear. It was a game of 
chance, and most of the time they got weapons that would help 
them through the day. But pulling the teddy bear always reset the 
box, changing the location it would spawn every night. It was a 
massive headache, a game of chance, but most of the time they got 
weapons that would help them through the day. 


Throughout the week, the two had sustained minor injuries. Cuts, 
scrapes, bruises, scratches, they felt like they had been run over 
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several times with a freight train. Without the help of Recovery girl to 
heal them, they weren’t feeling the best. Sure, they had endured 
pain before, but it was usually fixed by nightfall. This time, they could 
do nothing but go to bed hoping it would feel better in the morning. 
Dark circles had grown under their eyes, and it was clear the 
exhaustion was wearing them thin. It would all be over soon, though. 


They gathered their remaining weapons and ammo, and Katsuki 
and Izuku were ready for the final.round— the wave that would let 
them finally leave this god-awful place. 


“Final Wave.” 


The word ‘Final’ was the only thing on both of their minds that day. 
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Day 7 
9PM. 


Final Wave 
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Katsuki and Izuku were holding off decently. They were both 
extremely tired; their muscles screamed in agony, wanting a break 
from the constant movement. Their clothing was worn and ripped, 
they were dirty from not taking a shower for a week, and even 
though they slept every night, they were still exhausted and wanted 
nothing more than to sleep for a week straight. But they had to keep 
fighting; only two more hours and it would be done. 


In arush, the two dashed up to the second floor of a building, the 
purpose of which was unknown considering nothing was inside it. 
They worked on fending the zombies off from there, but soon found 
themselves cornered. Izuku kept backing farther and farther away 
from their attackers, successfully putting distance between 
themselves and the ghouls, but getting dangerously close to the 
broken window behind them. Katsuki noticed and tried to warn Izuku 
to step away, but it was too late. Izuku took another step backward, 
straight out the window. 
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Katsuki watched in terror as Izuku fell out of the window, cutting 
himself on the sharp, jagged edge of the broken glass that adorned 
the old frame. He immediately jumped out after him, ignoring the 
looming threat of the zombies behind him. He didn't care, not when 
his best friend— no. Not when the one he's grown to love through all 
of this— was going to die. 


And maybe if they weren’t stranded on the second floor, if the 
window hadn’t been shattered and sharp. Maybe if they hadn’t 
played that stupid video game in the first place, this wouldn’t have 
happened. 


4ZUKU!!!” Katsuki screamed, cradling Izuku in his arms carefully. 


He checked him over, gasping when his hand felt the large gash in 
the side of Izuku’s body. It was deep, and it was bleeding quite a lot. 
Katsuki ripped the flannel from around his waist and tied it tightly 
around Izuku in hopes of stopping the bleeding. The zombies were 
getting closer, and without Izuku to help, Katsuki was alone. Not only 
did he have to fend for himself, but he had to keep Izuku safe. 


The next hour or so went by in a blink of an eye, Katsuki couldn’t 
see. He was blinded by grief and rage as he decimated the horde, 
eyes set on completing the game. He ran on pure adrenaline; he 
couldn’t feel anything, not even the cries of his own wounds. Body 
after body piled around them, and not a single one of the undead 
were able to touch a hair on Izuku’s head. Exhausted, Katsuki weakly 
impaled the final zombie through the head, ending the game for 
good. 


“Touché. Well done. You’ve won,” the horrid voice rang out for one 
last time before the area filled up with that same eerie fog from the 
very beginning of this mess. 


Katsuki held on to Izuku as his eyelids grew heavy, falling limp on 
top of him— rendered unconscious. 


When they awoke again, it was as if nothing happened— as if they 
had just eaten something weird and passed out. Izuku was okay— no 
gashes or injuries in sight. His skin was as imperfect as it was before 
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everything happened. Their undercuts were gone, their hair back to 
normal. Everything was just as they had left it. 


Without saying a word, Katsuki grabbed ahold of the console and 
activated his quirk, blowing it up until there was nothing left, making 
sure the game was especially gone. They didn’t want this happening 
to anyone ever again, and Katsuki would make damn sure it didn’t. 
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Izuku’s ‘Zombie Apocalypse’ Journal 


If | were to tell anyone what happened, no one would believe me. 
They would think | was crazy, delusional even. But | have proof. This 
whole journal is all the only proof | need. Not like | will be telling 
anyone, anyways. This is something that will stay between me and 
Katsuki. We will take it to our graves. 


Hey, at least we know we’d be somewhat okay in an actual zombie 
apocalypse. If you ignore the fact that | almost died at the end, you 
can say | did pretty well. We never figured out who the voice 
belonged to, who was doing this, or even why it happened in the first 
place. It’s alla mystery. | don’t even know how this journal managed 
to come back with me either. Nothing else did, so it’s so peculiar that 
this one thing managed to stay. I’ve muttered about it so many times 
in the few minutes we’ve been ‘back’ from the game; Kacchan 
probably wants to kill me. 
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“\zuku, are you actually still writing in that thing? Let’s just go to 
bed. | don’t know about you, but I’m fucking exhausted,” Katsuki 
muttered. 


“Right. I’m coming, I’m coming.” Izuku smiled and crawled into 
Katsuki’s bed, facing him and hugging him close. “Night, Katsuki. Let’s 
not do this again, alright?” 


“Heh. That’s for damn sure. Night, Izuku. Love you.” Katsuki smiled 
and brought Izuku closer, taking in his comforting scent before letting 
his eyes droop. 
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“Love you too.” 


For the first time in days, Katsuki and Izuku finally slipped into a 
deep sleep. If they dreamed about strange, materializing zombies, 
thick smoke, and hoarse, disembodied voices, no one but themselves 
would ever know. Whatever world they came from was now safe, 
and who knows, maybe one day they would figure out what 
happened. But for now, they just wanted to rest knowing they still 
had each other— closer in ways than ever before. 
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ELEVATOR UP AHEAD! 
- ‘ LIGHTS ON NOW SO 
ON YOUR LEFT ‘ACK ILL CHECK IT OUT, 


KACHAN! = SEE IF IT WORKS! 
THEY'RE CRAWLING 


' UP THE SIDES! 


THE ELEVATOR 
SEEMS TO BE 
ON NOW KACHAN! 


CHECK FOR BITES 
OR SCRATCHES 
WE HAD A FEW CLOSE 
CALL! 


CANT GO 
BACK UN- 


SHIT! 
| THOUGHT WE CLEARED 
THIS FLOOR WHEN 
WE CAME INC 


GET READY NERD. 
THIS WONT BE EASY. 


Where You Go, 1 Go 


by Terqtoitttairy 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, weapon-use, character death 
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Izuku paces the room as he continues to glance at the clock. 
Kacchan’s patrol should have ended hours ago, he should be back by 
now. It makes the hairs on Izuku’s neck rise but he calms himself, 
because maybe this is better. Maybe it’s good that Kacchan isn’t back 
yet. Izuku’s not sure if he could deceive his boyfriend. He doesn’t 
know if he could really say goodbye without raising suspicion. This is 
best for both of them, it’s the easiest. Izuku plans to leave no matter 
what anyone says or tries to do to stop him, even Kacchan. He 
gathers all the supplies he’ll need into his backpack and straps his 
gun into its holster. Taking a deep breath, he leaves their room and 
heads to the gate. 


Izuku knows the patrol paths and who’s on duty perfectly. He 
knows where he can get out unseen so as to not run into anyone 
that may try to stop him. Still, he can’t help the anxiety and 
anticipation welling up in his chest. He doesn’t want to make anyone 
worry for him; but he knows people will once they notice he’s gone, 
but he has to leave. He refuses to sit still and watch two of his best 
friends die when he knows he can get the supplies they need to be 
saved. 


Todoroki and Uraraka were on a supply and recon mission when 
they were attacked. The last place their trackers pinged was at the 
hospital Izuku plans to go to. Todoroki is now in a coma, though his 
leg bleeding has stopped. The medical team was able to cauterize 
the wound properly when he arrived, but he’s still in danger of a 
bacterial infection. Uraraka was conscious for long enough to sob 
that she had to do it. Todoroki had been scratched and the only way 
to stop someone from turning is to stop the zombie virus from 
spreading throughout the body; amputation. They haven’t figured 
out why, but somehow Uraraka’s cauterizing device— one of 
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Hatsume Mei’s favorite inventions— malfunctioned, so when the 
rescue team found her clinging to his body she was doing her best to 
keep the both of them alive. Uraraka’s left ankle and right arm were 
broken and she was bleeding profusely from a gash on her forehead. 
When she finally saw her friends, her saviors, her adrenaline faltered 
and she too lost consciousness once her sobs subsided. Uraraka 
hasn’t woken, she is also at risk for bacterial infections and may need 
surgery. 


The rescue team got them back safely without any further injuries, 
but they weren’t able to grab any more medical supplies. The 
medical team they have in their camp is vastly skilled, but with 
barely any supplies there isn’t.much they can do to help. They need 
surgical tools, anethstesia, saline, and antibiotics if they are going to 
be able to save either Todoroki or Uraraka; and that’s just the bare 
minimum. They could use more gauze, splints, bandages, and even 
crutches to help once they’ve recovered. So, that’s what Izuku is 
going to get for them; all of it, every item, he has to. 


Izuku approaches one of the side gates that should be unmanned 
at the moment. His heart stops for a split second when he sees a 
shadow of someone leaning there. It restarts when he recognizes the 
familiar spikes and thin waist. Of course Kacchan is here, he thinks 
with a sigh. 


“You can’t stop me,” Izuku says without looking Kacchan in the 
eyes, trying to walk past him. 


“Oi.” Kacchan grabs Izuku’s wrist, spinning him around. “Does it 
look like I’m trying to stop youe” He gives Izuku his signature smirk 
before continuing. “You took your sweet ass time getting here, too. 
You know patience isn’t my strong suit.” 


Izuku’s brain short circuits, unable to process the meaning of 
Kacchan’s words. “Wait. W-what?” he stutters. “What’re you......? [-” 


“What don’t you get, Deku? Why the fuck do you think | have my 
sniper with me? I’m coming with you.” 


“No no no no! You are definitely not coming with me, Kacchan!” 
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“You're wasting time. Eyebags will be here any minute. Stop your 
whining and let’s fuckin’ go!” 


“Kacchan! No, you’re not coming with me. It’s too dangerous!” 


“That’s exactly why I’m coming with you Deku! Now seriously stop 
your complaining and let’s get out of here before those damn extras 
croak! Or did you forget why you were doing this?” Kacchan shoves 
past Izuku and out the gate, ending their argument. 


With nothing left to say, Izuku is frustrated. He knows he can’t get 
through to Kacchan, they are both too stubborn. Even though Izuku 
doesn’t want to admit it, he realizes quickly that Kacchan is right. 
They can’t be wasting time like this. So, with one last look around to 
make sure the coast is clear, he runs out after his boyfriend. 


“How'd you know?” Izuku asks once he’s caught up. 


“You're kidding, right?” Kacchan scoffs with a laugh and shoves 
something small into Izuku’s hand. “Where you go, | 
go. Put this in your ear and stay in contact! I’m 
not gonna have you going off on your own like a 
fuckin’ idiot.” 


Izuku looks at the item in his palm: one of 
the comms Hatsume Mei manufactured. He 
realizes Kacchan put a lot of thought into this 
plan, maybe even more than Izuku himself. 


“V’ll post up on a neighboring building and 
take out any fuckers that try to get into the 
hospital while you're inside. Make sure you 
stay alert, we don’t know if there’s any strays 

or even a whole hoard in there. The extras 

only got back yesterday and Cheeks didn’t 
tell us exactly what happened so stay sharp 
or I’Il kill you.” 


“| know, Kacchan,” Izuku says, securing the 
comm in his ear and smiling sweetly. 


= FB) = 


“Thank you.” 
“Tch. Just don’t do anything stupid.” 


They are getting closer to the hospital and it’s eerie that they 
haven’t even seen one zombie. It’s as if this mission is going 
perfectly, like nothing can stop them. It’s not like they want to run 
into any zombies, but it just doesn’t feel right— like at the drop of a 
hat everything will fall apart. But the hat doesn’t drop, and they 
make it safely to the hospital. 


“WIL be on that rooftop.” Kacchan points to a high-rise with a good 
vantage point. “Stay in touch! And for the love of kami don’t be an 
idiot. | love you, nerd.” He gives Izuku a quick kiss before scaling the 
building using the grappling devices on his wrists, another invention 
courtesy of Hatsumi Mei. 


Izuku shakes his head, chuckling at his boyfriend’s antics. Clicking 
the comm, he says, “I love you too, Kacchan.” 


With his gun raised and flashlight on, Izuku pushes the door to the 
hospital open and walks inside. He quickly sweeps from one side of 
the room to the other, scanning for movement. “Lobby is clear. 
Moving on to the west wing.” 


“Copy. No activity out here either.” 


Izuku continues down the halls, every sound permeating through 
his brain. He only has a few halls left to his first mark when he’s 
struck once more with an eerie feeling, still no zombies. All he’s seen 
are a few rats scuttling around the cluttered halls; hospital beds 
overturned, gurneys thrown about, papers strewn everywhere, but 
still not one zombie or even a body in sight. 


He cautiously opens the door to the surgical department. On 
instinct and with proficiency he sweeps the room. It’s dark, ominous 
even. 


“Have you found anything?” 


“Not yet, | just made it to the surgical wing.” Izuku responds. 
“NWNhat’s your status there? | haven’t heard any gunshots?” 


- 86 - 


“Haven't needed any. This doesn’t feel right. Why did they have so 
much trouble at this site?” 


“I’m not sure, but stay alert. Like you said, if you die I'll kill you.” 
“| ain’t zombie fodder, and you better believe that, Deku.” 


Izuku continues his pursuit. The first room he finds is completely 
empty. It’s to be expected, but at the same time it’s disappointing. 


“Incoming! | only see two here.” Sounds of gunshots hiss through 
the ear piece. “I’ve got them. Anything new in there?” 


“Still nothing to report.” 


Izuku’s blood is boiling, he hates knowing his boyfriend is out in 
the open, even though he knows Kacchan is protecting him. Kacchan 
is in one of the best positions but also one of the worst, he’s up high 
but if some randoms are just laying in wait, Kacchan is screwed. 


Trying to shake off his frustration, he continues through to the next 
room. Right when he opens the door he spots across the room a cart 
of needed supplies.: anesthetics, saline, and an abundance of 
surgical tools. Izuku’s eyes light up and without thought he rushes in. 
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“| think | found everything they need!” Izuku squeals through the 
comm. He doesn’t notice the lack of response, too focused on his 
task. 


Izuku swings his backpack in front of him and drops his gun on the 
operating table next to the cart. Once done collecting everything 
needed from that, he discards his backpack on one of the counters 
to start rummaging through drawers and cabinets. He’s got all the 
essentials and he thinks it’Il be enough, but it would be a waste not 
to grab as much as he can carry. 


“Oi! Deku!” He hears Kacchan’s angry voice through the comm. 


“Bah!” Izuku startles, jumping to stand from his searching the 
drawers. “What?! Kacchan are you okay?” 


“Nhat do you mean ‘what?’ asshole?! I’ve been calling you for 
about five minutes! What’s going on in there, why weren’t you 
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answering?” Izuku can hear the snarl of fury and concern in 
Kacchan’s voice. 


“This is the first time I’m hearing you, Kacchan.” 


“The fuck? You gotta be kidding! The comms usually don’t fuck up 
like that.” 


“Are these new ones she was working one” Izuku asks while going 
back to his searching. “You know when she goes crazy and tries to 
enhance stuff, things can get a little wonky.” 


“Shit! | kinda just took them from her workshop. | didn’t want her 
asking questions.” 


“Then that’s probably it. We might lose contact again.” Izuku closes 
the drawer he’s searching and goes to the next, finding some gauze 
that he scoops up. He doesn’t want to think about Kacchan being out 
there alone if the comms cut out again. 


“| was about to haul ass in there and get you. If we do lose contact 
again, I’m only giving you another five minutes before | storm in for 
you.” 


“Kacchan, you don’t need to do that!” Though, Izuku knows his 
objection is useless. 


“Damn right | fuckin’ do and don’t even try to start an argument 
over this. Just finish getting everything and let’s get out of here. 
Have you even picked anything up yet?” 


“Oh!” Izuku realizes just how long they’ve been out of 
communication, knows Kacchan didn’t hear him when he found this 
room, but he doesn’t bring any attention to it. Kacchan doesn’t need 
to be more worried. “Yeah, | just hit gold in the surgical department! 
| want to try one more room and see if | can get more anesthetics 
and antibiotics. Then I’m gonna try and find some crutches for 
them.” 


“How far away are those from you?” Kacchan’s snarl reverberates 
through the comm. 
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“ think | can find them just down the hall.” Izuku grabs his bag and 
gun, going to check the last operating room. “I saw signs for Physical 
Therapy and Orthopedic departments, hopefully one of them will 
have some crutches.” 


Finished with the operating rooms, Izuku continues down the 
corridors being as cautious as he can. He reacts to every sound he 
hears. He still can’t comprehend why Uraraka and Todoroki had so 
much trouble at this site, especially since it was just yesterday when 
they were found. It makes the hairs on his neck stand on end. 


The Physical Therapy and Orthopedic departments are on the 
second floor. Is this why Uraraka and Todoroki had so much trouble? 


Katsuki is still fuming, his heart hammering in his chest when he 
can’t reach Deku. He needs to keep zombies out, but what if 
something happens to his precious boyfriend while he is just being 
an idiot up on this roof? 


Katsuki hears a loud screech— one he knows too well. He spots the 
oncoming zombies at the end of the street. There are only three, 
which again is strange since they usually roam in packs. He takes all 
of them out with head-shots before they can even take two steps. 


“Nerd, I’m getting a weird feeling. There’s barely been any fuckers 
come through here. How are you in there?” 


“Still doing fine, Kacchan. Don’t jinx it, I’d rather you be safe out 
there with no zombies than a hoard come and it’s too much for you.” 


“Fuck you, | ain’t no chump. No zombie hoard will be too much for 
me. Especially when I’m protecting you, motherfucker.” 


“| don’t doubt you for a second. | still don’t want to jinx anything, 
Kacchan!” Deku exclaims. 


Katsuki tries to calm his anger. He’s doing all he can to keep the 
zombies out of the hospital, but Cheeks and Half-Half are no wimps. 


Why was there so much trouble here? What happened? 


- 89 - 


Katsuki keeps his eyes open, frequently switching between his 
scope and his main sight, since he doesn’t have a spotter. He still 
sees nothing, and it should be a relief but he can’t stop the feeling of 
dread that washes through him. 


“Deku?” Katsuki asks through the comms, he feels like it’s been 
enough time to make it to the next destination. His boyfriend is a 
mumbling nerd and wouldn’t be this silent. 


“Deku?” He waits a couple seconds. “Answer me, dammit!” 

Still no answer. He raises from his position and tries to see into the 
hospital to no avail. “Fucking answer me, dickhead! Where are 
you?!” 


“Comm two is currently 30 meters below, 10 meters ahead, and 5 
meters to the right," a robotic voice speaks through Katsuki’s comm. 


“Fuck! So that’s what she’s been working on!” He wastes no time 
swinging down from the building to try and reach the entrance of 
the hospital. While he’s swinging, his heart stops and his blood runs 
cold; he sees a hoard of zombies stampeding out the front door. He 
quickly pulls his two hand guns from his leg holsters when he lands, 
taking out as many zombies as he can. He’s stopped trying to contact 
Deku to keep from drawing more attention to himself. Instead he 
periodically whispers, “Where are you?” but hears only the same 
voice giving Deku’s location, changing in distance the closer he gets. 


Once Katsuki reaches the steps towards the second floor, after 
much evasion and shooting, he realizes his boyfriend is up there. 
That’s where the other two were found, and he dreads what he 
might find. Katsuki made it through all the zombies that passed with 
wit and brute force and he doesn’t doubt his boyfriend but he’s still 
scared. He can’t help the cold sweat that runs down his neck as he 
climbs the steps. 


“Where are you?” Katsuki whispers one more time through his 
comm. 


This time it’s not just the robotic voice that answers. 


“Comm two is 3 meters above and 10 meters to the right.” 
one 


“Kacchan!” He hears Deku’s raggad voice ring through. “I’m fine! 
Don’t come! I’m fine, I’Il be out in a minute” Katsuki hears Deku’s 
actual voice so close instead of just through the comm. 


He rushes up the remaining stairs to see Deku wrestling with one 
zombie and two coming up on his flanks. Katsuki easily, and 
instinctually, shoots the two running up and then kicks the one on 
top of Deku. 
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“The fuck you’re alright!” Katsuki then shoots the one he just 
kicked. “I told you not to do anything stupid!” 


Deku rolls over, catching his breath and standing up. “I was fine, | 
had it handled.” He coughs and picks up his discarded gun and 
backpack. 


“Yeah, like hell you did. You got everything? Let’s get outta here.” 

Deku brushes off his clothes, picks up the crutches and 
methodically breaks them down. This annoys Katsuki, they need to 
get out of here! He snatches one of them out of Deku’s hands, 
slinging it fully outstretched over his shoulder. 


(7 


“Let’s fuckin’ go!” Katsuki barely contains his shout. “The first floor 
is infested with zombies, we have to head to the roof. Take this, | 
know you know how to use it.” He shoves one of his grappling 
devices to Deku. “We’re swinging back to the compound, it’s the 
only way now.” 


Katsuki barely takes a look at Deku as he climbs the stairs two at a 
time. He’s solely focused on getting them to their goal and keeping 
them both safe. If Katsuki had looked back he would see a flustered 
and skittish Deku who’s now wearing a different shirt. 


“You ready, nerd?” Katsuki smiles victoriously once they reach the 
roof and are ready to set off. 


There’s a slight stutter in Deku’s smile before he answers, “Of 
course, Kacchan! Let’s go!” 


With that they are both using one wristlet; swinging, releasing, and 
hooking on to a new objective together. They fly as carefree as they 
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can, even with the zombies below they can’t be touched. Their 
competitive sides coming out, they make a bet as to who can make it 
back fastest. They don’t have too far to go and their joy in just 
escaping and flying through the air only falters when their camp is in 
sight. The warning lights are flashing. 


“Kacchan! Do you think something’s happened to Todoroki and 
Uraraka?” Deku yells, neither breaking stride in their swinging. 


“Doubt it— that’s probably about us. We’ve been gone longer than 
| expected. They probably noticed we were gone.” 


Katsuki wills his words to be true; he’d never admit it but he’s 
worried for the two extras. He hadn’t expected them to be gone for 
seven hours but he can’t be certain the lights are about their 
disappearance. 


“| hope so! I’m gonna head straight to the infirmary when we get 
there!” They land over the wall and on their feet easily, and Deku is 
about to run off when they notice someone standing in front of 
them. It’s Aizawa. He looks thoroughly bored and uninterested, 
though the bags under his eyes are even more pronounced. 


“Did you two get everything?” Aizawa drawls, his waiting hand 
outstretched. Katsuki and Deku exchange curious glances. “I! don’t 
care what you do anymore, just give me the supplies so we can get 
them both in surgery.” 


Deku slings his backpack off, handing it to Aizawa and rushing over 
to grab the crutch still on Katsuki’s back. “Everything they should 
need is in there! We even got crutches!” 


Aizawa nods and leaves them standing there dumbfounded. 
Katsuki finally takes a good look at Deku and he can see something is 
off. He wonders if it’s just worry for his friends or if it's something 
more, he can’t tell. Before he can ask, Deku speaks. 


“V’m gonna head over there too. You head back to the room, | want 
to check on them!” Deku doesn’t wait for a response before running 
away from the shocked blond. 
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“Oi, what the fuck was that about?” Katsuki wonders out loud. 
Without a second thought he follows Deku discreetly. He can see the 
hunch in Deku’s shoulders and the fear coming off him in waves. 
Katsuki realizes something is seriously wrong when Deku doesn’t 
even stop to look into the infirmary, just continues on the path. 
They’re heading to another exit, one that leads to the wastelands, 
the most remote and dangerous. 


Katsuki rushes forward, catching Deku by the arm. “Oi! Why are 
you trying to leave again?” 


Deku won't look him in the eyes. “Just let me go, Kacchan. You 
can’t come with me” 


“Like hell | can’t! | already fuckin’ told you. Where you go, | go!” 
Katsuki shoves his finger into Deku’s chest to emphasize his point. 
Deku winces and he looks devastated. Katsuki’s chest tightens and 
his breathing falters. “Something happened didn’t it?” Deku stays 
silent and turns his head. “Where?” Katsuki whispers. 


Deku slowly looks up at Katsuki, tears welling up in his eyes, but 
still doesn’t answer. “Deku where the fuck were you scratched?” 
Katsuki tries to hold in his histeria. 


Deku looks defeated and instead of answering, turns around and 
lifts his shirt, exposing his back. The scratch is deep, covering most of 
the freckled back. Katsuki can’t see anything else, like it’s etched into 
his eyelids, he can’t hear anything, can’t breath; he’s going to lose 
his boyfriend, there’s no question. 


“’m coming with you,” Katsuki finally chokes out. 
Deku turns quickly. “Kacchan, you can’t! | could hurt you!” 


“| don’t fuckin’ care! I’m not letting you leave alone, got it?” 
They’re staring hard into each other’s eyes, determination and 
sadness reflected in each. Katsuki grabs Deku’s arm and starts 
walking towards the exit. “Let’s go before anyone sees us.” 


“Kacchan!” Deku tries to struggle and that’s when Katsuki turns 
punching Deku right in the head, knocking him out. 
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“Shit! | didn’t want to have to do that but | knew you wouldn’t 
leave with me willingingly.” 


Katsuki hoists Deku’s limp body over his shoulder, makes sure they 
are still alone then rushes through the gate. There’s no turning back 
now. 


Katsuki makes it to a secluded alleyway before Deku starts to stir. 
Katsuki lays his boyfriend down gently, then goes to watch the 
entrance. 


Deku groans, sitting up and rubbing his head. “What happened? 
Where am |?” 


“WNe’re in the wastelands, in an alleyway. Safe for now.” Katsuki 
barely looks back. 


Deku shoots up, looking around. “Kacchan! What the fuck? You 
should have just let me go! Did you really knock me out?” 


“You should have just come with me, then | wouldn’t have had to 
knock you out!” 


Deku shoves past him and out onto the deserted street. “| could 
hurt you, Kacchan! You need to leave!” 


“7m not fuckin’ leaving you, Deku!” They are both yelling at this 
point. “Get back here!” 


“How long was | out? You know it usually only takes three hours to 
turn!” Deku continues to walk down the road, not looking back at 
Katsuki. 


“You were out for about an hour and a half. Goddamit, Deku, just 
get back here!” Katsuki is running to catch up, trying his best to keep 
an eye out for any zombies but mostly focused on getting to Deku. 


With Katsuki’s words Deku spins around, a wild look in his eyes. 
“That means I’ve been scratched for almost four hours now! Get out 
of here, Kacchan! | don’t want to hurt you!” 
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“Vm not leaving you! Get that through your thick skull! I’d rather 
die than be away from you!” Katsuki finally catches up, grabbing 
Deku and hugging him to his chest. 


“Well you might just get your wish! And it’d be by my hands. Are 
you really going to make me kill you, Kacchan?” Deku’s words hitch 
and falter, he’s crying now, clinging to Katsuki’s shirt. “Please! Just go 
back to camp, be safe without me!” 


Katsuki cradles Deku’s face, looking him in the eyes. “I’m not 
leaving and | won’t let you hurt me.” 


“Then when | turn, kill me,” Deku pleads, tears streaming down his 
face. Katsuki’s heart is breaking, he can’t leave, but he doesn’t think 
he can kill his boyfriend either. He hugs Deku one more time to his 
chest, hiding his face. 


“Promise.” Katsuki lies. 


They stay like that for a few more minutes, neither saying a word, 
both with tears running down their face. Deku is hiccuping and 
sniffling while Katsuki is just silently crying, trying his best to keep it 
in. 


“Let’s go back to that alleyway. It should be safe.” Katsuki speaks 
and Deku nods. 


Deku jogs slightly ahead, “Il want to put some distance between us 
in case | turn.” Katsuki hates it, but he doesn’t argue. 


It happens suddenly, they haven’t even made it halfway back to 
the alleyway; Deku starts coughing, writhing in pain, his skin starts to 
disfigure and become strange colors. Katsuki’s heart drops out of his 
chest. He doesn't want to believe what’s happening right in front of 
him. 


“Deku,” he says softly, but his voice raises with each word. “Fight it, 
you can do it!” 


Deku growls, turning in Katsuki’s direction. There’s no emotion left 
in those emerald eyes, just rabid, animalistic need. 
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“Deku! This isn’t you! Stop! Please!” Katsuki yells, and he doesn’t 
know what he’s doing, he just wants his boyfriend back. He wants his 
sparkling, mumbling, kind-hearted boyfriend back! He can barely see 
through the tears streaming down his face, but he sees when Deku 
picks up the pace, charging right at him. “Please! Don’t do this!” 


Nothing he says has any effect on Deku, he’s still advancing on 
Katsuki fast. Deku is chomping at the bit, growling and snarling. With 
just a few feet between them Katsuki grabs his gun and aims. Katsuki 
lets instinct take over, shutting his brain off, he can’t think about 
what he’s doing. Deku falls to the ground with a thud, Katsuki’s cries 
wail out unhindered. He lets all his tears fall freely, screams at the 
top of his lungs. He doesn’t want this to be happening. 


Katsuki crawls over to Deku’s lifeless body, cradling him to his 
chest. “God! Why did this have to happen?!” He’s screaming and 
crying out, he doesn’t even know what he’s saying anymore. Just 
holds Deku_as.close as he can, rocking them back and forth, letting 
the horrors of the day wash over him. 


Katsuki doesn’t hear anything, can’t hear anything, he only feels 
Deku in his arms. He doesn’t hear the screeching and footfalls of 
many. He loses all awareness of his surroundings. So when the hoard 
of zombies descends on them Katsuki doesn’t even bat an eye. He’s 
already dead inside, there’s nothing left for him to lose. With Deku 
cradled in his arms, their foreheads touching, he takes his last 
breaths. He doesn’t feel the pain of what the zombies are doing to 
him, he just lets it happen. It’s nothing compared to the pain he 
already feels. Katsuki was dead the moment he shot Deku. 
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The end of the world started with a kiss. A sweet kiss with lips 
barely touching, ghosting over the other with breaths becoming 
heavier. It was heavenly, bodies coming closer and hands grabbing 
like needy children. Fingers traced through soft hair made of curls 
and spikes and noses bumped as they weren’t used to kissing. One 
hand trailed down to the other’s back, pushing their bodies even 
closer together. Heat coursed through their veins as their faces 
flushed. When they broke away they were breathless, foreheads 
touching and soft smiles on both faces. 


Izuku felt like he was in heaven; nothing could break the sweet 
feeling of teenage love that flowed through his body like a rapid river. 
It made his heart pump harder than it should, much like when he 
was fighting villains. The adrenaline made Izuku feel more at peace, 
as odd as that may sound, like he could take on anything as long as 
Katsuki was by his side. 


Katsuki moved his hand up and grabbed Izuku’s, intertwining their 
fingers and kissing each scar on his right hand. A smile grew against 
his rose-coloured cheeks. The formal jacket he wore made his chest 
feel tighter, but he could ignore it when Katsuki gave him that look of 
adoration that he only ever dreamed of seeing before today. 


How did they end up in this situation? Izuku was kissing the man he 
had longed for since those dreadful days of middle school; days filled 
with bad decisions and an exorbitant amount of testosterone. They 
were mere months away from graduating U.A to become fully- 
fledged sidekicks and heroes, so the school had put on a prom of 
sorts. Although proms were much more common in American high 
schools, the students wanted to have fun and make this large soiree 
their own. Classes 3-A and 3-B had paired off quickly, but Izuku and 
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Katsuki were among the last without dates to the dance. Having 
been on better terms as of late, they decided to go as friends. Their 
closest classmates saw through this facade, of course, but let them 
have their little white lie (“Whatever helps them sleep at night,” 
Mina had teased the boys one night after hearing of their plans). The 
dancing came as a bonus when the music started playing, but the 
kiss was like opening presents on Christmas Eve. Nothing could break 
the mood between Izuku and Katsuki: Not their idiotic friends, not 
the music speeding up to something worthy of a mosh pit, and not 
even the alarm that rang out across the gymnasium. 


“DANGER! DANGER!” 
“VILLAINS ON THE PREMISE!” 
“DANGER! DANGER!” 


The sound of the alarm rang in the students ears, piercing the ones 
closer to the doors of the gymnasium. Everyone stopped what they 
were doing and pivoted their heads all around, watching and waiting 
for the intercom to come on with Principle Nezu’s voice saying that 
this was just a false alarm. One of the more troublesome first years 
thought it would be fun to play a prank. Or even that they pulled the 
alarm to make sure that the heroes in training were always ready for 
anything. 


But loud groans came over the intercoms instead, along with the 
sounds of glass breaking and furniture colliding. The students were 
instantly on guard, some activating their quirks while others tried to 
keep the General Studies students in a group to keep them safe. 
Then the doors started banging, opening and closing quickly as 
bodies started hitting against every single metal door. The groans 
grew louder and the stench of rotting flesh flooded the noses of the 
students; they were training to be heroes, not morticians, and many 
of them fell ill due to the scent of rapid decay. Izuku and Katsuki 
gripped onto each other, quirks activating as they yelled commands 
at the other students. 


“Class 3-A and 3-B, keep the General Studies and Support students 
safe. They haven’t developed their quirks enough so it’s up to us to 
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protect them!” Izuku barked, illuminated by the sparks that arced 
along his slacks and emerald dress shirt. 


“Oi, Kirishima, Todoroki, and lida, try to keep the group safe from 
the incoming... whatever the hell is about to show up. Ashido, 
Ochako, Yaoyo-” 


The doors burst open and in came a flood of people. They looked 
undead, their skin discoloured and peeling off their faces. The groans 
were louder as some of them stumbled into the gymnasium like a 
group of drunkards. Their arms were stretched out in front, as if to 
keep them from losing their balance. Izuku blanked, head empty of 
any coherent thought as he tried to figure out what was going on. He 
figured they would be villains, living, breathing villains that they 
could fight and hand over to the police. Not these... these... these... 


“ZOMBIES!” 


A girl screamed as she was attacked by one of the undead demons. 
Izuku and Katsuki stared in shock, watching as the creatures 
swarmed the students and ate them alive. Izuku stumbled 
backwards, one hand going out and grabbing hold of Katsuki’s arm. 
Katsuki turned them around and back towards their diminished 
group of classmates; those fighting off the civilians that had turned 
to zombies as they continued to be attacked from all sides. Todoroki 
quickly froze the ground with his ice to stop the zombies from 
coming closer, attaching their feet to the ground. They flailed their 
arms and twisted their torsos around and around, trying to grab hold 
of the other U.A students. 
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“They just keep coming!” Todoroki cried, blasting another group of 
undead creatures to the ground, their upper bodies burning from the 
extreme heat. 


“But where the hell are they coming from?” Izuku asked in 
response, jumping in front of lida who was about to get attacked 
from behind. Using One for All, IZuku punched a hole in the chest of 
the undead civilian. It fell onto its back, screaming as it went down. 
Izuku felt bad, knowing that the zombie was once a person— but 
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they were attacking now, and Izuku was a hero, so it was his duty to 
protect everyone. 


Katsuki blasted his way through hordes of zombies as they 
continued to pour into the gymnasium in waves. The doors to the 
gymnasium were still wide open and zombies continued to enter, but 
nobody was exiting— at least not alive. Katsuki, using his explosions, 
jumped to the top of the gymnasium and scouted out the area. He 
watched as masses of people were bitten and turned into the 
undead creatures wreaking havoc on their prom night. As he stood 
on the rafters near the ceiling, Izuku was attacking people left and 
right with his enhanced speed and strength. He zoomed around the 
gymnasium attacking, but it didn’t amount to anything as more and 
more students were turned. 


The cries and screams of the students turning into zombies rang in 
their ears, Izuku’s stomach churning with the cries. Tears pricked his 
eyes as he watched his fellow classmates turning into disgusting 
undead vermin. He watched as Jirou got bit on her-arm, turning 
almost immediately as her eyes widened and a blood curdling 
scream pierced the air. It was then that Izuku realized the weight and 
tragedy of the scene around him. He took a step back and 
unconsciously powered down his quirk. At that moment he looked 
like a boy, just a young teenager. His long curly hair fell into his face, 
most of it having been tied back into a ponytail. His clothes, formal 
as they were, gave him that boyish charm that many complimented 
him on. Izuku stood there in a daze, watching as people left and right 
got bit, blood spilling out onto the floor and groans filling everyone's 
ears. He fumbled backwards, stumbling into someone. He assumed it 
was lida or Kirishima, perhaps even Todoroki. 


But the piercing pain that shot through him moments later made 
Izuku think differently. 


Izuku screamed, turned around quickly and powered up his quirk 
once more, punching the zombie away. It was probably incapacitated 
at that point, but Izuku couldn’t care less about the zombie and how 
it was feeling. Not when his neck was bleeding, heart pounding, and 
blood spurting from his neck much too quickly. Izuku fell to his knees, 
one hand shooting up to the wound on his neck and trying to apply 
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pressure. He grimaced as he could feel blood seeping through his 
hands; he clenched a fist and punched the floor out of anger. Izuku 
had let his guard down. He was going to die; die, and get turned into 
one of those lifeless demons that were ransaking his prom night. 


“Deku!” Katsuki screamed when he saw Izuku fall down, quickly 
blasting the closest zombies away from himself and the injured teen. 
Katsuki ran over and slid down to him, moving in front of him; he 
gripped Izuku’s forearms tightly, his deep emerald green suit jacket 
creasing due to the sheer force. Izuku looked up to see the startled 
look on Katsuki’s face, the way his eyes were wide and his mouth 
slightly parted as if searching for words to speak. Izuku could see the 
gears turning in Katsuki’s mind.as he tried to figure out what to say— 
hell, even what to do. An idea flashed in Katsuki’s mind and he took 
the pocket square out of his jacket pocket, fumbling with it for a 
second before placing it against Izuku’s bite mark. Izuku grimaced but 
welcomed the orange cloth to soak up the blood. 


“I’m going to die, Kacchan.” Izuku stated, as if it were just a fact of 
life that everyone had to deal with. Katsuki growled, cursing under 
his breath as he pulled the cloth away and started using his quirk to 
help cauterize the wound. Izuku flinched at the sudden heat, but 
mentally rejoiced at the mere thought of it being his saving grace— 
that somehow the explosions that Katsuki creates could save him 
once more— but he knew that was merely a dream. There was no 
way, after watching what was happening all around him, that he 
could be saved by some miracle. 


That would be absurd, |zuku thought as he watched Katsuki’s lip 
twitch and his hand turn a deep red colour. 


“You're dead meat if you think you can die on me,” Katsuki 
grumbled, the wound having been cauterized fairly quickly. Katsuki 
took his hand away and lifted it up to Izuku’s face, cupping his cheek. 
He gave it a quick squeeze before standing up, looking at the zombies 
around them. Izuku felt a tiny bit better and stood up with him. 


“| have an idea, Kacchan. | only ask you this because you’re my best 
friend and | know you would have my back in anything, but | really 
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wouldn’t want you to put your life on the line, but then again—” 
Katsuki cut him off. 


“Deku, we’re in this together. Whatever stupid idea your nerd brain 
has concocted better be good.” Of course Katsuki had to throw in an 
insult somewhere, it wouldn’t be Katsuki talking without one. Izuku 
nodded, looking out over the crowd. There were significantly fewer 
zombies in the current area, primarily due to classes 3-A and 3-B 
watching over everyone diligently, but more were by the exit; 
nobody could escape the gymnasium without being bitten by a 
zombie. And considering Izuku had just been bitten, he already had a 
pretty decent idea in mind. He shared it with Katsuki quickly and the 
brash male merely grunted in response, clearly not too keen on using 
Izuku as bait. But it was all in the name of being a hero. 


Izuku powered up his quirk and ran to the other side of the gym, 
pushing zombies to the ground and surviving students to the side as 
he got to the main exit/entrance of the gym. The zombies were 
suddenly interested in him, smelling the blood that was still seeping 
under the cauterized wound. He gulped down his anxiety as he 
started waving his arms in the air, catching everyone’s attention. 


“HEY ZOMBIES!” Izuku yelled, starting to jump up and down. That 
seemed to attract them as they all started moving towards him. 
Slowly the students who were fighting them off were able to slink 
away. Something about Izuku just made the zombies gravitate 
towards him, but that couldn’t be a concern at the moment. “COME 
AND GET ME, YOU FREAKS!” 


He started running. And so did all the other zombies, chasing after 
him with impressive speed. If they were like they were in the movies 
and video games, Izuku would have no problem running normally. 
But for some reason the newly turned ones ran as fast as Olympic 
track runners. Izuku had no choice but to use his quirk in his legs, 
running faster than any of them. He pushed past chairs and desks 
that had been abandoned in the hallway, throwing some behind him 
to try and slow down the undead demons. Izuku eventually got to 
the staircase and used his quirk to jump to the top. He was thankful 
that the one staircase that reached every floor at U.A was close 
enough to the gymnasium, but he definitely wasn’t thankful for how 
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tall it was. One large quirked jump wasn’t enough to get to the top of 
the eleven story building, so he landed on the railing about half way 


up. 


Izuku took that second to catch his breath, looking down and 
watching as the zombies stumbled over one another and climbed up 
the steps on all fours in an effort to catch him. For a split second he 
wondered how Katsuki was doing, if he was sticking to the plan or if 
there had been something to compromise it. Perhaps Katsuki was on 
his way now, defeating zombie after zombie in his path to get to 
Izuku. But Izuku couldn’t hope for that, considering he was already 
asking so much from Katsuki. He took in a deep breath and started 
on his way once more. With a handful of smaller jumps, he made it 
to the top of the building. 


He looked around quickly, trying to find a classroom that would 
work as a good place to lay low until the heroes arrived. He zoomed 
to the end of the hallway, somewhere far enough to keep the 
monsters from going back downstairs too quickly. Going inside the 
classroom, Izuku slammed the door shut. He pulled over the large 
metal cabinet in the corner of the room and 
used it to block the door, a means to keep 
himself safe. 


Izuku let out a breath he didn’t know he 
had been holding, falling onto the ground 
once more. He heaved a breath as he 
started coughing, backing up to the far 
wall. He felt the wall slam into his back as he 
could finally start to feel the tears break his 
eyes and stream down his face. Izuku 
clenched his fists in anger— mostly anger at 
himself. If only he hadn’t blanked for those 
few seconds; the seconds that seemed to 
have cost him his life. He could only hope he 
had brought enough zombies away from the 
gymnasium for enough people to escape. 
Enough to escape and let the pro-heroes 
show up to save the day again. He 
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unclenched his hands and looked at them intently, looking at the 
scars and blood that covered the skin. He didn’t even realize there 
was his own blood on his hands, as well as other people’s. The scars 
looked more intense than usual and the blood a deeper colour red. It 
didn’t look normal, but nothing was normal anymore. He tried to 
make sense of the situation at hand; zombies attacked U.A., he had 
been bitten, he had sent Katsuki off to save the rest of the class, and 
he and Katsuki had had their first kiss. 


That last thought made Izuku’s face burn, remembering how gentle 
Katsuki had been during their very public tryst. He could only wonder 
how his classmates would have reacted, had things gone like they 
should have. He could only hope that Katsuki would have wanted to 
take the next step, to become boyfriends and lovers. To show up 
Monday morning, hands held and soft kisses sprinkled throughout 
the day: He felt his lips quirk up into a smile at the thought, his face 
less flushed than normal. 


A loud bang, an explosion, and a yell all combined startled Izuku 
from his romantic daze. He would have just passed it off as another 
zombie, but the sound of cursing and more explosions made Izuku 
jump suddenly. He got off the ground and ran to the door, moving 
the metal cabinet enough to let the human person come through. 
And in came Katsuki, gripping his arm while also using it to blast 
away the incoming zombies. Izuku quickly replaced the barricade just 
in time for more zombies to pound on the door. After a minute or so 
they stopped, not pounding against it at such a hard and fast pace 
any more. Izuku sighed and looked over at Katsuki, eyebrows 
furrowed and mouth opening to reprimand the blond. 


But he then saw the bite mark on his right forearm, the formal 
jacket long gone and just his dress shirt and vest remaining. Blood 
dripped down his arm and onto the floor in a small pool, twisting 
around his fingers like ivy vines on a post. Izuku closed his eyes and 
swallowed the sob down, opening them back up and staring at 
Katsuki with a hardened expression. 


“You got bit.” Izuku muttered, one hand going up to his face to 
cover his mouth. That was for his sake rather than Katsuki’s, a way to 
try and keep his tears at bay. 
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“| got bit.” Katsuki confirmed, eyes uncharacteristically looking 
away from Izuku. He never backed down from anything; whether it 
was a normal conversation or a villainous confrontation, Katsuki 
would never back down from anything. 


And yet here he was, standing in the doorway with his hand 
clutching around the wound and a dejected look on his face. His eyes 
downcast and shadowed, lips formed into an ugly grimace as he tried 
to rationalize everything that had happened. But nothing made 
sense, from the kiss they shared to the zombies eating their 
classmates. 


"Kacchan... if we turn... if we end up dead... did we still do good? 
Did we save people by leading the zombies away from them?" Izuku 
asked, feeling as dejected as Katsuki looked. The blond sighed and 
stepped forward. 


"I sure damn hope so, Deku." And Katsuki slumped against the 
closest wall, head hanging in his hands as he stared at the white tiled 
floor. He could feel his skin perspire, the suit his parents spent hours 
upon hours making became soaked with his nitroglycerin sweat. He 
definitely knew that pit stains were forming but he had long passed 
the realm of caring. 


He suddenly felt the strangest sensation, something akin to going 
into a state of unconsciousness. Katsuki's mind was slipping, the 
unsettling feeling of complete exhaustion hit him like a truck when 
he suddenly collapsed. The sound of the strong body hitting the floor 
made Izuku jump to the boy and grasp onto him. 


"Kacchan!" Izuku yelled, his grip on the fallen boy tightening with 
the seconds as they idly ticked by. He could still hear the groans and 
moans from the undead wretches outside, but the sound of heaving 
and rough scraggly breathing was enough to make Izuku plant his ass 
on the ground to help Katsuki. "Oh, you're turning. You're turning. 
Oh good God you're turning. And I'm not. Wait, why am | not 
turning? | feel fine, other than a little out of breath, but you're NOT 
fine!" 
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"Shut the hell up, Deku." Katsuki mumbled under his breath, his 
head feeling light and the classroom around him spinning. Izuku 
clung onto the muscular boy tighter, fear building in his chest. 


"Do you regret it?" Izuku asked after minutes of silence, Katsuki 
snapping his head up and looking at Izuku with stern red eyes. He 
looked hurt for a second, perhaps from turning into an undead 
demon. 


"The bite?" He lifted his right forearm to show the mark that had 
started bubbling up and forming a deep purple colour all around. A 
grotesque bruise. “Or the kiss?" Izuku blushed at the bluntness of 
Katsuki's statement. 


"The kiss." Izuku's voice was small and meek, as if afraid that 
speaking too loud would disrupt everything. 


"No, | don't think | regret it. Even though everything went to hell, 
even though I'm going to turn into a damn zombie, I'd.do.it.all again. 
I'd do everything over and over to end it all like this, in your arms.” 
Katsuki lifted his left arm and cupped the bottom half of Izuku's chin. 
"| never do anything | don’t want to do.” 


“| know you wouldn’t, Kacchan.” Izuku smiled gently, placing a soft 
kiss against the dying man’s forehead, letting his lips linger. 


The two decided to get some sleep, or rather Izuku would. Neither 
knew what would happen to Katsuki, but what they did know was 
that they would rather die together in each other’s arms than torn 
apart by zombies. Izuku had only been asleep a few hours, the moon 
still high and bright above the Earth as he awoke to otherworldly 
groans filling his ears. 


Izuku sat up rather quickly, head spinning and eyes slowly adjusting 
to the dark classroom he awoke in. His senses were adjusting slowly, 
response time just a little too late, when Izuku found himself pinned 
back to the ground he had shot up from. His arms felt tired as he 
kept the wild beast off his body, groaning as he tried to throw the 
heavy weight off of him. 
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He accomplished that much, sitting up once more and getting to his 
feet. Izuku’s eyes had finally adjusted to the darkness and realized it 
was Katsuki hunched over and snarling like a wild dog. Katsuki had 
drool coming out of his mouth, pupils dilated to the point that you 
could only see the whites of his eyes. The tux he had worn to prom 
was torn at the sleeves and vest, scratch marks covering it as if 
Katsuki was trying to break out of the suit. Izuku looked on, stunned 
as he watched Katsuki stumble over his feet before his palms started 
sparking like crazy. Images of when Katsuki first obtained his quirk at 
the age of four sparked in his mind, furniture and pillows popping 
like popcorn kernels along with smelling like burning plastic. 


Izuku shook the thought from his mind quickly, quirk activating as 
he stood in a defensive stance against Katsuki. He could feel tears 
start building up in his eyes, heart laying heavy in his chest as Katsuki 
shot forward and tried to attack. But his motor skills were majorly 
lacking and he couldn’t use his quirk to the prestige that regular 
human Katsuki could. Izuku was able to evade the attacks easily, not 
even really having to use his quirk as he dodged left and right against 
the wild swings that Undead-Katsuki made. 


They danced around in circles for ages, Katsuki attacking at random 
and Izuku side-stepping away, keeping a few desks of distance 
between the two. Izuku felt tired, more so than ever before, as he 
tried to stay away from the man he once called a friend. It was 
torturous, but there wasn’t a whole lot that he could do at this point. 
He couldn’t kill Katsuki and he wouldn’t get himself killed because of 
Katsuki; Izuku was slowly running out of options as the moon started 
setting and the sun rising to cast a bright orange shadow on Japan. 


It only took a moment, one where Izuku had glanced out a window 
to see the sky turn from dark blue to orange, for Katsuki to attack. 
Pinning Izuku down on the ground once more and aiming for his 
neck. Izuku put an arm up to fight back against the dangerous 
mouth, pushing back as much as he could. But Zombie-Katsuki 
seemed determined to get a bite out of Izuku, pushing down and 
biting on his arm. Izuku nearly screamed at the pain but grit his teeth 
and held strong, doing the only dumb thing he knew how. 


He bit Katsuki back. 
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Izuku leaned up and sunk his own human teeth into Katsuki’s neck, 
hearing the skin crunch and tasting the hot iron blood filling his 
mouth. He coughed and choked on the blood, taking his mouth away 
quickly and spitting the burning red blood onto the floor next to 
them. He stared up in shock as a realization came to the eyes of 
Katsuki, some sort of recognition coming to the crimson irises as 
Zombie-Katsuki leaned back and away from Izuku. His mouth was still 
drooling, eyes still dilated, skin still as pale as snow, wound on his 
arm purple and veiny, but he looked confused. Confused and very 
scared. Izuku spat out more blood onto the ground before sitting up 
properly, reaching a hand out to touch Katsuki’s face. 


Katsuki shook his head, leaning away from his arm and standing up 
to assess the situation. “What the hell happened, Deku?” 


“You turned...and | bit you.” Izuku replied softly, just as confused as 
Katsuki. 


“You bit me and | turned human. A zombie bites me and | turn 
zombie. What the fu-” 
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“Kacchan, | can turn people back. This makes so much sense 
Izuku exclaimed suddenly, standing up in a high jump and grabbing 
hold of Katsuki’s now human hands as if he wasn’t a zombie mere 
minutes before. 


“How does any of this make sense?” Katsuki asked, shaking his 
head slowly. 


“V’m immune! Or something of the sort. Perhaps it has to do with 
being born quirkless?” Before he could go on a true Midoriya-Rant, 
Katsuki lifted a hand to stop him. 


“No matter what it has to do with, let’s be glad you can do it.” Izuku 
nodded with a grim expression on his face. He wanted to ask what it 
was like, to be trapped inside your mind as your body refuses to 
listen to your commands. How hard it was for Katsuki to be whisked 
away and forced to attack your best friend, the only one who could 
ever truly understand you. 
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“WNe should find the others, they must have left the building by 
now.” Izuku started walking towards the window, looking down and 
seeing the occasional zombie walking around outside. They must all 
still be inside, especially considering the groaning still coming from 
outside the door. The zombies really didn’t want to give up on their 
hunt for Izuku and Katsuki. 


“Deku, before we go.” Katsuki took large steps forward, although 
they were a bit shaky still. The transformation must have taken a toll. 
Izuku turned around and saw how close the zombified man was, 
taking a deep gulp of air as he glanced up. Mere minutes ago they 
were in this same situation, except Izuku was about to get killed. 
Now Katsuki was looking at him with much softer eyes, much like 
when they had kissed hours earlier. Izuku’s heart fluttered, hoping 
that he could at least get one last kiss in. Perhaps through the bite he 
was able to earn some sort of telepathy with Katsuki, considering 
Katsuki leaned in and pressed his lips against Izuku’s. 


So perhaps they still hadn’t talked things out, and they still had a 
lot of unresolved issues, and Katsuki had to have PTSD at this point 
from his zombification; but none of that mattered in the moment. 
Not when their lips touched oh-so-gently and poured immeasurable 
amounts of emotion to the other. The end of the world might have 
started with a kiss, but the beginning of a new world started with 


one too. 
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by Moonmaath 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, anxiety attack 


) 


"Hey, this is pro-hero Mandalay speaking. If you're hearing this 
message, it means you're among the few still in the Musutafu 
metropolitan area, probably in your school or workplace bunker. | 
need you to listen carefully to what I'm about to say...” 


 ) 


The class stood in the rubble of Aldera middle school, squinting 
through the harsh midday light after spending the last twenty-four 
hours in the bunker. The city was almost unrecognisable. Eerily quiet, 
with its toppled buildings and empty streets. 


Katsuki surveyed the damage. The ground had caved in, crushing 
the other bunkers where the rest of the students and faculty should 
have taken refuge. 


"Tanaka, can your quirk tell if there are other people nearby?" 


"There... aren't," his classmate answered, clearly surprised to have 
been addressed. 


No survivors, then. Katsuki looked at the direction the nearby 
buildings had collapsed in. If the feral who had done that had kept 
the same trajectory then... 


"Okay losers, gather your things, we're going west." 


A few of them startled out of their dazed state. Aiko's icy glare 
zeroed in on him. 


"| don't know about you guys, but | don't think we should let 
Bakugou take the lead this time," the bitch said, as if it wasn't the 
stupidest thing ever. 
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As if Katsuki wasn't the strongest and smartest person in this piss- 
poor excuse of a class. He had a powerful quirk and the smarts to go 
to UA. He was their absolute best fucking choice. 


"What the hell did you say, Floaty Hair?" 


Katsuki's quirk popped threateningly. Aiko took a few steps back, a 
wry smile tugging at her lips. 


"And I'm not even talking about how dangerous your quirk is!" 
She turned to address their classmates. 


"We all heard Mandalay: the virus turns people feral. If this guy 
gets bitten, he'll have us all dead in one big boom. We'll all go splat 
on the concrete." 


The other extras whispered in agreement, turning their big round 
eyes on him as if seeing him for the first time. 


He usually enjoyed the fear in their eyes, their cowering deference. 
This time, though, it might actually come back to bite him in the ass. 


"We're supposed to evacuate on our own, the heroes have been 
ordered not to come in. No one's going to save us if we misstep. We 
can't afford any recklessness." 


That had been a shock to hear. The authorities had forbidden 
heroes from entering the infection area, as the consequences of 
someone with such a strong quirk getting infected were too dreadful 
to fathom. 


"Let's face it man, you're too hotheaded," one of his lackeys had 
the gall to say, as if he hadn't spent the last three years or so riding 
Katsuki’s coattails. "You're going to pick a fight with the zombies 
sooner rather than later, that's the easiest way to get infected." 


The others shared uncomfortable glances and Katsuki's temper 
rose like milk over an open flame. Who did they think they were, 
dissing Katsuki like this, as if he wasn't their best bet at survival? 
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Their sleazeball of a teacher stepped in, as if just realizing that it 
was his job to be in charge. What he. said had Katsuki seriously 
itching to punch his fucking teeth in. 


"Katsuki, please control your quirk," he scolded him, which he had 
never once done in Katsuki’s whole middle school career, even when 
he used his quirk to push Deku around. "If you can't behave, we'll 
have to remove you from the group. | need to think of my students." 


Ain't | one of your students too?! he wanted to screech in the 
coward's face. 


But exploding would just prove them right, so he turned on his 
heels and walked away. 


"You don’t want me? Fine. | didn’t need your dead weight 
anyways,” he spat. “Have fun trying to survive without me, losers.” 


Clumsy footsteps followed and Katsuki did not have to look to 
know who it was. 


"The hell do you want, nerd?" he asked 
without turning around. oa) 


He watched his steps as he stomped 
through the rubble. It wouldn't do to 
faceplant during his dramatic exit. 


"You tryin' to make yourself look good, 
siding with the black sheep, huh?" Tre 


Why would Izuku choose to stay with him, 
of all people? For once in his goddamn life, 
being quirkless was an advantage. He was 
smart, and more importantly, harmless. The 
group wouldn't kick him out. They'd be 
fucking glad to have him. 


And stupid Deku threw it all away, his chance 
of belonging, of fitting in. For what? To follow 
a guy that had treated him like dirt for 
most of their lives. 
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"Leave me the fuck alone, the extras are waiting for you.” 


A hand grabbed his sleeve and Katsuki slapped it away on instinct, 
whirling around with a snarl. 


Deku stood his ground, didn't even flinch. For once, his eyes didn't 
skitter away under Katsuki's glare. 


“| don’t care about them, Kacchan. I’d rather be with you.” 

After a beat of silence, Katsuki resumed walking. 

The nerd followed, and Katsuki let him. 

It'd been years and he'd never managed to shake him off, after all. 
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Katsuki stuffed a pair of thick wool gloves into his stolen winter 
coat and chucked it on the dresser right next to the door. 


There. Easy to grab on the way out if they needed to make a hasty 
exit. 


He slammed the closet door shut and let himself fall heavily on the 
bed. 


His phone screen hadn't locked yet and he was left staring at the 
slew of worried messages his mother had flooded his phone with. 


[From: Old hag 
Answer my fucking calls, brat! 


A pro-hero was killed after going feral and attacking civilians. The 
news said her quirk was too powerful to be contained. 


Take care of Izuku, and don't get yourself bitten!] 


What does the hag think? That he'd be stupid enough to get 
himself bitten? Weak enough to let it happen? That he'd go ona 
rampage and need to be put down like some rabid animal?! 


That's what everyone thinks, said the nasty voice in his head. 
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Well, fuck that. 


He snatched up his phone and exited the messaging app. Wow 
would you look at that. Thirty-four missed calls, all his parents. He 
should never have answered the first time. 


It took three tries to turn it off. For some reason, his hands were 
shaking. 


His stupid hands. They had no right shaking or being this sweaty. 


Just like the fucking extras had no right talking to him like that. 
Who did they think they were to discard him so easily? Bunch of 
stupid fucks. 


He wiped the excess nitroglycerin onto his pants, distantly aware of 
the danger of his building sweat. 


His throat felt strangely tight and he couldn't get enough air. 
Breathe. 
In. Out. 


He tried to ignore the writhing snakes in his stomach and 
concentrated on breathing. Pushed back the nagging feeling of not 
enough. Never enough. 


In. Out. Steadily. 
There. Better. 


His eyes caught Deku hovering in the doorway. From the look on 
his dumb face, he'd seen the whole pathetic display. 


A snarl tugged at Katsuki's lips, ready to put the nerd back in his 
place. 


He expected Deku to show some kind of disgusting pity or offer 
empty words of sympathy, but the nerd surprised him and did 
neither. 


Deku walked into the room as if nothing had happened and handed 
Katsuki a steaming cup of instant noodles. 
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"| know you don't like those, Kacchan," he said, his green eyes 
meeting Katsuki's head on. "But that’s the only thing | could find." 


Katsuki looked at the industrial noodles in their overly salty sock 
juice. If it weren't the literal zombie apocalypse, he wouldn't touch 
this kind of junk with a ten foot pole. He didn't have the energy to be 
picky tonight. 


Izuku shuffled awkwardly. 


"| guess I'll go sleep in the other room, then,” he said when Katsuki 
took his first bite, which turned out to be pleasantly spicy. "Night, 
Kacchan." 


The nerd being out of reach suddenly made him uneasy. 
"No." 

"Noe" 

"You'll sleep where | can see you.” 


He patted the spot next to him on the bed. Deku blushed bright red 
but took it in stride. He ended up sandwiched between Katsuki and 
the wall. 


He must have been exhausted, because he was out like a light soon 
after. Katsuki contemplated his empty cup of spicy noodles for a 
while with Deku curled up by his side. 


Deku seeked him out in his sleep, slowly migrating from his 
squished position against the wall towards Katsuki. He was warm and 
the room was cold, so Katsuki didn't push him away. 


"Kacchan..." 


Deku mumbled in his sleep, that babbling nerd. Go figure. He really 
can never shut the hell up. 


Katsuki turned off the weak night light they’d been using and laid 
down properly. Deku tossed and turned a few times before latching 
onto him, that stupid nickname stumbling from his lips once again. 
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It was annoying. It was gross. It made Katsuki wonder whether all 
that stuff Deku said was true. If he genuinely wanted Katsuki's 
company. 


It felt undeserved. 


+) 


Katsuki stood hidden in the shadows, propped against the shelf 
closest to the entrance of the drugstore as he kept a lookout on the 
street. 


His breath came out foggy in the crisp winter air, and he rubbed his 
gloved hands together absentmindedly as his eyes roved over the 
wrecked street, looking for potential threats. His hands were now 
sweaty enough for him to blast any assaillant to smithereens. 


A loud crash from within made him whip around. He ripped his 
gloves off and was halfway through the store, sparks already fizzling 
from his palms, when he saw Deku sheepishly smiling at him. Alone. 
Unharmed. 


"Make some more noise, will you? | think the zombies outside 
haven't heard," he bit out, his heart thumping against his ribcage. 


"Ah sorry Kacchan, | tripped. But | got everything!” 


Deku grabbed the contents that had split from his backpack and 
stuffed them back in quickly. Rolls of gauze, disinfectant, painkillers, 
syringes, a tiny first-aid kit in a colorful All Might themed package... 


"Watch where you step next time, damn Deku," he growled, 
already making his way back to the entrance. 


He swiped the last few energy bars from the cardboard display in 
the food complement aisle and chucked one in Deku's face, who 
startled but managed to catch it nonetheless. 


"And fucking eat, we need calories in this cold." He pulled his 
gloves back on. "C'mon, let's find a place to sleep, the sun will set 


soon." 
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Katsuki stared at the middle-aged woman who had attacked them, 
her destroyed body twisting itself in pain at his feet. Her quirk was 
acting up, turning random parts of her body into sand. 


Through it all, she was still mindlessly snapping her half dissolved 
jaw at them. 


"She's suffering from severe quirk overuse," Deku whispered next 
to him. "She must be way past her limit." 


Deku was pale as a ghost, and Katsuki was afraid he might keel over 
any second now from the gruesome sight. 


A gust of wind blew past them, scattering her sand, and she wailed 
in despair. 


She was barely a shell of a person, her mind lost to the virus and 
her body completely wrecked by quirk overuse. Katsuki knew what 
he had to do. 


"Turn away, Deku," he warned as he approached her, a spark at the 
ready. 


It felt kinder to end her life now than to let her broken husk writhe 
for days on the pavement. 


That night, Katsuki had trouble finding sleep, laying wide awake 
when he knew he needed every second he could get. It frustrated 
him, but any time he closed his eyes, that scene played again and 
again on the back of his eyelids. 


That woman, she'd been the same age as the hag and Aunty Inko. 
She could have been someone's mother. Probably was. 
A wave of nausea rose from the pit of his stomach at the thought. 


He turned in bed and was met with Deku's eyes, shiny in the 
moonlight pouring through the crack in the curtains. 
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Deku reached out, like he wanted to hug him, his movements slow, 
and faltered midway — unsure whether Katsuki would appreciate 
the comforting gesture. 


Katsuki used to feel so threatened by Izuku’s attitude. Barely a 
week ago, he would have slapped his hand away. Done something 
stupid to assert his dominance, to show that he wasn't weak, and 
punish Deku for implying otherwise, for daring to see through him. 


But somehow, without him noticing, it stopped mattering. 


He scooted over and wrapped his arms around Deku's waist, buried 
his face in his neck, felt the steady pulse against him. What's it 
fucking matter anyway? There'was no one to perform for here, just 
the two of them wallowing in their guilt. Deku had always seen 
through the image he tried so hard to project anyways. 


A soothing hand ran through his hair and Katsuki tightened his hold 
on the nerd»He was warm, alive, and there. Always there, for a 
reason he couldn’t fathom. 


Katsuki drew back, propping himself on his elbows to watch his 
face from above. Deku stared back, open and trusting, and always, 
somehow, so full of awe. 


Katsuki's thumb traced Deku's freckles, making his breath hitch in 
surprise. He looked lost, wide-eyed and unsure as a doe crossing a 
road for the first time. Without thinking, Katsuki kissed him. Once, 
twice, and again, until he lost count of it. He barely knew what he 
was doing. He'd never kissed anyone before, never wanted to. 


But he must have been doing something right, because Deku's 
arms wound around his neck, pulling him closer. Katsuki could feel 
Izuku's heartbeat against his chest, rabbit fast. His eyes fluttered 
closed, and he let himself be lulled by Izuku's voice in his ear, 
chanting his nickname like a prayer. 


He was Katsuki’s only constant. Deku didn't care if 'Kacchan' 
messed up, if he had doubts and insecurities, if he wasn't perfect all 
the time. 
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No matter how badly Katsuki messed up, Deku was always there, 
and it felt like he would always be. 


) 


He fucked up. 
Katsuki fucked up. 


How could he let this happen? The others had been right. He’d 
been too reckless and now Deku paid the price. 


He held a glass of cool water to Deku’s lips, jaw clenched and eyes 
squinting to keep the frustrated tears at bay. 


“Hey nerd, try to drink a bit, okay? You have a bad fever, we need 
to keep you hydrated.” 


Izuku’s flushed face pinched with pain and concentration as he 
struggled to keep his attention on Katsuki. He attempted a few sips, 
but most of it spilled down the front of his shirt. 


Katsuki helped him lay down again and Deku winced when his torn 
up shoulder touched the steel table. They’d holed up in a veterinary 
clinic, and despite the tools at their disposal and Katsuki’s best 
efforts at treating it, the wound still bled too much, staining the 
bandages a gut-churning maroon. 


Katsuki busied himself by replacing the wet cloth on Deku’s burning 
forehead. 


“Kacchan?” 
“Yeah?” 


“What’s happening now?” he asked through the shivers. “Am I... 
going to become like them?” 


Katsuki didn’t know what to answer. The reports he’d read on his 
phone all said victims went berserk with their quirks once bitten. 
Nothing had been said about quirkless people, but they probably 
turned out the same as those with useless quirks, sneaking up on 
healthy people to bite and infect them. 
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“Are you leaving?” 


He sounded so scared, and it made Katsuki angry. Angry at himself 
for letting this happen. It was his duty to keep Deku safe. He was the 
quirked one, aiming to become a top hero, even. But in the end he 
couldn’t even protect one person. 


“Of course not, nerd.” 


He had no idea how long it would take until Deku turned, nor what 
would happen after that, but Katsuki would stay by his side until the 
end. He swore to never turn his back on Izuku ever again. 


Izuku’s eyes found Katsuki’s, glazed with fever and pain. 


“Thanks Kacchan.” A smile pulled at his lips, strained but genuine. 
“’m_ so lucky to have you.” 


A disgusting feeling of shame washed over Katsuki, filling his lungs 
with sludge as he shot out of his seat, startling Izuku. 


"Why don't you blame me? | should have been the one to protect 
you, it's my fault you got bitten!" 


He hated himself for yelling at Izuku, but he couldn’t control 
himself. Izuku got hurt because of him. Hell, Katsuki had signed his 
death sentence, and he didn’t seem to fucking care! 


He felt hysterical, out of breath, and the tears he’d been holding 
back spilled at once, scalding hot down his cheeks. 


"How can you be so damn forgiving all the time?! When I've done 
nothing to deserve it!" 


Izuku’s stunned expression melted into that terrible adoring look 
he kept giving Katsuki anytime he did something mildly impressive, 
and it only made him cry harder. 


"It's okay Kacchan, we all make mistakes,” he said. “I know you 
always do your best, and it always makes me want to do the same." 


His smile had no right being this bright in such a horrible moment. 
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“’m glad we got to make up, even if it has to end like this.” 


Katsuki sat back down, all his energy drained out of him. His hand 
found Deku’s and he squeezed tight. Deku squeezed back. 


Katsuki didn’t let go when Deku’s grip went slack. Instead, he 
brought his other hand up and carded his fingers through Deku’s 
curly hair. The fever spiked, and Deku tossed and turned, mumbling 
half-deliriously about his mom and some mister ‘Yagi’. 


Katsuki watched every minute move, waiting for the moment when 
Izuku was no longer himself. 


Day bled into night, and night into dawn. The fever receded, and 
Katsuki felt weak with hope. Then a miracle happened, and Deku 
woke up, whole and clear-headed. Still himself. 


Quirkless people, it seemed, could recover from the virus. 
He never expected to feel grateful for Deku's quirklessness. 
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They were barely a day's walk away from getting out of the danger 
zone, when the world tilted on its axis. 


Kacchan's grip was bruising as Izuku helped him hobble up the 
short flight of stairs. Silence hung heavy as they made the painful 
trek upwards and slipped through a door left ajar by inhabitants in 
the rushed panic of evacuation. 


Kacchan sucked in a sharp breath, stiffening against Izuku's side 
when his bad foot hit the step of the genkan. 


"Sorry, Kacchan. Hang on, we're almost there." 


He deposited Kacchan on the couch, who had not spoken a word 
during the whole ordeal. 


Blood trickled down Kacchan's calf in thick rivulets, soaking 
through his tattered pant leg. 


"Deku." 
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Okay, he needed bandages, and disinfectant. He had that in his 
bag. Maybe thread and a needle for stitches. He'd never done 
stitches, but surely this couldn't be hard, right? 


But first, the door. Let's close the door first, no need to be 
ambushed over stupid mistakes. And the blinds. He needs to shut the 
blinds too. 


"Deku!" 


He whirled on his heels, lurching for the door as a million thoughts 
ran through his head. Oh, the armchair, perfect. He could just push it 
in front of the door to block access. 


"Izuku!" 


The sound of his name froze him in his tracks, his hands falling lax 
on the back of the leather armchair. 


"Deku, what are you doing?" 


"I'm barricading the apartment," he said through the tremble in his 
voice. "Like you taught me." 


Silence stretched between them. Kacchan looked him straight in 
the eyes, his mouth a hard flat line. 


"You shouldn't shut yourself in here with me.” 


Izuku startled, his attention zeroing in on Kacchan’'s calf. On the 
torn edges of his bleeding wound. 
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Deku's face took on a hard edge. It was the most closed off Katsuki 
had ever seen. He shoved the armchair against the door with a final 
bang and made his way back to the living room. 


"It's gonna be alright." 


"No it's not." 
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Deku turned away, his head bowed, wild hair obscuring his face. He 
shrugged off his backpack and started rooting around their supplies, 
intent on ignoring Katsuki's words. 


"Denial's helping no one. We both know what's gonna happen." 


Katsuki could no longer see his expression, but for a moment, 
Izuku's hand stilled over the roll of gauze he was putting on the 
coffee table. Then he jerked his hand back and returned to placing 
their med supplies in a neat row. 


Katsuki ground his teeth hard enough to send sharp jolts 
reverberating into his jaw. His wound throbbed, reminding him once 
again of the elephant Izuku thought would:be so easily shoved under 
the rug. 


He wanted to scream his lungs out. 


"Leave while you still can. You can make it without me," he grit out, 
in as calm and neutral a tone he could manage. 


Deku's head shot up lightning fast, the damn nerd finally facing 
him. His cheeks were wet, glistening with tears, but his eyes burned 
when he directed his glare towards Katsuki. 


"No," he said. 
"The fuck do you mean, ‘no’?” 
"I'm not leaving you, Kacchan." 


Katsuki had always hated that about him, his infuriating way of 
standing up to Katsuki at the most inconvenient of times, of holding 
his ground while bawling his fucking eyes out. 


As if Katsuki would ever let him win so easily. 


Deku knelt down beside him, reaching for the wound with a wet 
cloth reeking of disinfectant. Katsuki almost punched him. Instead, 
he just drew his leg back, hissing as a sharp bolt of pain shot up his 
leg. 
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"Izuku, stop being a stubborn little shit for once in your goddamned 
life and get the fuck out of here." 


Izuku looked at him like a deer caught in a forest fire. 
"But Kacchan, no, | can't... | can't." 


"You can, and you will." He stressed each word like he could 
hammer them into Izuku's thick skull if he spat them hard enough. 


His clammy hands trembled, and he could feel his quirk trying to go 
off on its own. They didn't have much time left. He clenched his fists 
hard, nails biting into the hardened skin of his palms. 


"If you won't do it for yourself, then do it for me." 


He had to pause there, biting his tongue, as he gathered the 
courage to say what was really on his mind. 


"|.don't.want to spend my last moments worrying about what I'm 
going to do to you when I'm no longer in control." 


Izuku's face softened, fresh tears beading in the corner of his eyes. 
"| love you, Kacchan," he whispered. 


He leant up, his eyes fluttering shut, and Katsuki let him, watching 
as a single tear rolled down his round cheek before closing the 
distance. 


The kiss wasn't gentle, it was rushed, hurried and a little desperate. 
Katsuki pulled back when he tasted blood. 


Deku's split lip had reopened from their rough kissing, painting his 
mouth a striking red. 


Katsuki barely caught a glimpse of Deku's stunned expression 
before the nerd sprang to his feet, launching himself at his backpack. 


"Kacchan, Kacchan! What's your blood type again? A-negative?” 


Izuku frantically wound his scarf around his left arm and tugged it 
tight, very tight, over his bicep, wincing as he jarred his injured 
shoulder. 
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“Yes, why—” 


He closed his mouth when he noticed the syringe held tight in 
Izuku’s fist. Oh okay, he was making a tourniquet. 


“Great, that’s great, your body shouldn’t reject this...” he muttered 
to himself as he probbed his arm for a vein. 


Katsuki remembered the nerd being nervous about blood draws. 
There was no hesitation when Deku stabbed the needle into the 
crook of his elbow, although he looked like he barely knew what was 
doing. Their eyes met, and despite the wobbly line of his mouth, 
Deku's gaze was determined. 


Boom! 


An explosion went off right into Katsuki’s ear and the force of the 
blast threw him against the back of the couch. It took way too long 
for his sluggish brain to catch up with the fact that he had been the 
source. 


He closed his eyes and put all his concentration and efforts into not 
blowing up again. His arms and palms were burning with liquid fire, 
as if someone had poured acid in his veins. He fought hard to 
smother the crackle and pop of his sweat igniting against his will. 


He couldn’t lose control yet. 
Izuku was still here. 
He couldn’t hurt him! 


A cool hand came to rest on his searing forehead and he barely felt 
the sting of the needle entering his arm. He forced his bleary eyes 
open and was met with Izuku's worried face hovering above him, 
shifting in and out of focus in a dizzying blur. 


Deku’s gentle fingers brushed his hair out of his sweaty face. 
“It’s okay Kacchan, it’s okay. You’re doing great.” 


Katsuki wanted to push him away, to make him leave, but he didn’t 
dare touch him. His hands were... dangerous. 
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The sweet scent of nitroglycerin became cloying, muddling his 
thoughts. His head spun, spun, spun, Izuku's features blurring into a 
thousand kaleidoscope pieces. His fuzzy vision darkened at the edges 
and he lost his grasp on reality. 

® 


Katsuki woke up to chirping birds and the smell of stale sweat. He 
shot up, panicked, taking in his surroundings. An unfamiliar 
apartment. Pink dawn light pouring in through the windows. 


"Kacchan, you're awake!" 


Izuku barrelled towards him in a hazy blur of greens and reds, and 
soon he had an armful of nerd cradled against his chest. 


"How are you feeling? Does it hurt anywhere?" 


The memories rushed back, his sluggish brain finally booting up. He 
was bitten. He'd felt himself slipping, his quirk acting up. The taste of 
Izuku's blood. An injection. 


"You— Deku, you nerd, you found the cure!" 


Izuku's face was glowing, his smile soft and full of hope as he held 
onto Katsuki. 


He couldn't help the laugh that bubbled out of him. It felt... 
exhilarating. 


"Imagine how many people you'll be able to save with this. It'll be 
an awesome fucking start to your hero career!" 


The nightmare was almost over. Katsuki could see the bright spark 
at the end of the tunnel, in Izuku's smile, in the happy tears flowing 
down, and in their unshakable embrace. 


Despite all the horrors they faced, Katsuki was grateful to have 
been granted this new start. 
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by Litfi_Safados 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, weapon-use 


= 9) 


Izuku stared up from the hospital rooftop where the helicopter had 
dropped him and his partner Shouto, the wind from the blades blow- 
ing his hair in every direction. 


“You have your assignment, figure out what’s going on and get as 
many civilians to the evac point as possible,” the director shouted 
from inside the helicopter. 


Izuku waited until the sound faded away in the distance before 
turning to his partner. They had both joined Ultra Instinct, an organi- 
zation partnered with Japan’s government for reconnaissance and 
special ops missions, fresh out of high school. 


Shouto’s father was a figurehead in the ranks, and Izuku joined be- 
cause he’d always wanted to help people. He never thought he’d take 
this direction in his career path. 


“We should split up,” Izuku said. “Hosu’s a big city. We'll be able to 
save more people if we head to different sectors.” He pulled out a 
map of the city from his utility belt along with a marker from his 
breast pocket. Izuku popped the cap off with his teeth and drew two 
paths from where they were standing. 


“Shouto, you'll go here to the central plaza, you’re better with flat 
ground, and I'll go here.” Izuku pointed to a mark he made on the 
map. “It’s the busiest part of the fashion district. Whatever the attack 
was, | bet this is ground zero.” 


Shouto hummed in consideration. “You’ve put a lot of thought into 
this, Izuku, but is it wise for us to split up when we don't even know 
what’s going on?” Shouto looked at him pensively. “We’re the first to 
respond to the distress call, we don’t even have any first-hand ac- 
counts of what’s going on.” 
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“Trust me Shouto, | can handle myself. After all, | learned from the 
best.” He bumped his shoulder into his friend. “Besides, something 
doesn’t feel right. It’s too quiet. We shouldn’t spare a single second.” 
Izuku pointed back to the map. “How about we both meet here? This 
is the halfway point between where we are now and the evacuation 
point. We can set a timer for one hour. If we fail to meet up, we can 
come to the other’s aid.” 


The other man sighed, “Fine. You know what you can handle. Let’s 
finish this quickly, | have a bad feeling about this.” 


“See you in an hour!” Izuku detached the gas mask from his hip 
and snugly strapped it.in place. He reached for his climbing gear and 
secured it to the side of the hospital before dropping down to the 
city below with a wave. 


Izuku’s priority was reaching the most densely populated area of 
the city, he’d pause there on the perimeter to survey the area. As he 
ran through the streets, the first thing he noticed was that they were 
entirely deserted, which was weird since the call for response had 
only come twenty minutes ago. Even if this location was from the 
area the distress signal came from, why wasn't there a single person 
walking on the street? 


It was a ghost town. Deserted yet undisturbed, as if time had 
frozen still. It was eerie. A chill ran down Izuku’s spine. What had 
happened here? 


Izuku slowly pushed forward, careful of his surroundings. The mid- 
day sun illuminated the barren streets. Something was definitely 
wrong, but there was no evidence of a natural disaster or terrorist 
attack. 


When Izuku reached the outer edge of the fashion district he 
paused to take stock of his surroundings. Just like all the streets he 
passed everything was vacant, too quiet for the middle of the work- 
day. It made the hair on the back of Izuku’s neck stand. 


He needed a better vantage point. Taking a quick look around, 
Izuku spotted an open fire escape leading to the top of a tall com- 
plex. 
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Izuku bolted up the fire escape and ran smack dab into a solid 
body. The force of the impact sent him backward and for a second 
Izuku was sure he was going to fall to his death, but a hand shot out 
and grabbed his wrist before he fell over the edge and hauled him 
back to his feet. 


“What the hell are you doing climbing up the fire escape?!” 
Izuku’s head was still spinning from all the movement. 
“Huh?” 


“With all these fuckers running amuck in the mall, why would you 
be trying to get to the roof when you were already on the street?” 
Izuku tried to focus on what the stranger was saying. 


“This is a mall?” 


“Are you an idiot?!” the stranger said. Izuku's vision started to clear 
and he took in the form before him. 


“Kacchan?” 


The man standing before him was none other than Katsuki Baku- 
gou, a famous fashion model and the youngest person ever to re- 
ceive the title Model of the Year. They were childhood friends. After 
middle school, they went to different high schools that were more 
aligned with their career interests. That’s when Izuku met Shouto. He 
always regretted not confessing to Katsuki before they parted ways, 
but he’d thought admitting it would be unfair to both of them. 


Katsuki was dressed in loose, baggy camo pants and a tight-fitting 
black tank. He was also covered in grime and... blood? Maybe he just 
came from a photoshoot. 


“Haaah?!” Katsuki reached for Izuku’s gas mask and snapped it off 
his head. “Deku? Shit, no wonder you’re such a scatterbrain.” 


Another man approached them and rested their hand on Katsuki’s 
shoulder. 
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“Kats, as touching as this reunion is, we should keep moving. 
They’ll breach the door any minute now.” That snapped Izuku back to 
his mission. 


““They?’ What happened here?” Izuku asked, confused. 


“Are you for real?” Katsuki looked at him incredulously. Two others 
made their way over to them. 


“WNe don’t have time for this right now, we need to get to safer 
ground. And your yelling is just going to attract them,” the newcomer 
said. She was dressed in punk rock attire and like Katsuki was also 
covered in blood. Now that Izuku took a closer look, they were all 
similarly splotched in blood. Maybe they did a mass photoshoot to- 
gether? 


“WNas there a terrorist attack? Who is the ‘they’ that you’re running 
from?” 


“The flesh-eaters, dude!” This time the blond man piped in with a 
cheery smile that was out of place with the rest of the groups’ wor- 
ried aura. 


“\s that the group name? Never mind, my name’s Izuku Midoryia 
and | was sent here with my team from Ultra Instinct to help evacu- 
ate as many people as possible.” Izuku reached down to grab his 
mask Katsuki discarded and reattached it to his belt, then pulled out 
his map from his pouch. “We have a few evac points set up around 
the perimeter of the city. The closest one should be here.” Izuku 
pointed to the spot on the map. 


“That’s no good,” Katsuki said, looking at the map from over his 
shoulder. “We just came from that area. What about this one here?” 
Katsuki pointed to the map, tracing his finger along the paper from 
where they are now to the evacuation point. “If we take this route, 
we should be able to avoid them.” 


“Hm...” Izuku bit his lip in thought. “That’ll add some time to our 
trip, but we should be able to make it to the evac point before the 
deadline.” Izuku smiled up at Katsuki. He hadn’t changed a bit, still 
the same brilliant kid he grew up with. Well, a few things had 
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changed. Katsuki had filled out quite a bit, no wonder he did so well 
in his modeling career. His shoulders were well-defined, leading 
down to even larger biceps. Katsuki was even more stunning than 
Izuku remembered. He took charge so easily, like it was natural. 


“Um, what are your guys' names?” Izuku asked. It would be useful 
to know the party of people he’d be traveling with. 


“The shity-haired one’s Eijirou, the dunce is Denki, and the chick is 
Kyoka. Now let’s get a fucking move on, Deku! Unless you wanna 
stick around until they bust through the door,” Katsuki barked out, 
clearly irritated. 


“Come on, bro, my hair isn’t shitty.” 


“Yeah, yeah, let’s move. And let’s get this straight Deku, | don’t ex- 
actly trust you with the lives of my friends. We made it this far with- 
out you, and for someone who’s a part of Plus Ultra’s ranks, you sur- 
prisingly haven’t got a clue what’s going on.” Katsuki glared at him. 


“\Ne were dispatched as soon as we got the distress signal, there 
was no information for them to brief us on anyway,” Izuku sighed. 
“The commanders didn’t want to waste any time.” 


“Lead the way, Deku, but if things get hairy I’m calling the shots.” 


The group made their way down the fire escape and back into the 
streets Izuku had come from. Everything was still relatively quiet, as 
if they were in the eye of a storm, just waiting for the shoe to drop 
and these so-called flesh-eaters to make their appearance. 


Izuku led them down the route Katsuki indicated. That way if they 
rounded a corner and came face to face with a hostile, Izuku could 
shield the others. 


“Hey Kacchan, when we make it out of here and everything is all 
said and done, we should catch up.” Izuku attempted to make small 
talk. The unnatural quiet was starting to fray his nerves. 


“\f we make it outta here alive you can buy me a coffee,” Katsuki 
grunted softly, “Now could you save the chit-chat for when we’ve 
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made it outta the city safe and sound? You’re almost as noisy as 
Denki.” 


“Hey!” Denki whispered in protest. 


As they rounded the corner of the alley the sight before them froze 
Izuku in place. Lifeless bodies littered the streets. Did some sort of 
bomb go off? Izuku was only left with more questions. 


Next to one of the bodies was a woman hunched over. Her face 
buried in the man’s chest, no doubt mourning his death. 


“Kacchan,” Izuku whispered, “Look, there’s another survivor. Do 
you think the street is safe to cross? It looks like a bomb went off. We 
have to rescue her!” 


Katsuki stared at him with a dumbfounded expression before he 
sighed, his eyes filled with pity. 


“Deku, that’s not a survivor, we need to keep moving.” 


“Nhat?! What do you mean, Kacchan? She’s right there and she 
needs our help!” Izuku rushed out into the street, ignoring Katsuki’s 
shouts to return. 


He was going to save as many people as possible. Once he reached 
the woman he gently placed a hand on her shoulder. 


“It’s going to be okay ma’am, I’m here to bring you to safety. | am 
so sorry for your loss.” 


The woman twitched her head up towards him. The movement 
was unnatural, as if her body was stiff but forced to move. That’s 
when Izuku got a good look at her face: it was covered in blood. 
Izuku took a sharp breath and his blood froze. Fear had trapped him 
in place and he could only stare in horror as the woman lunged at 
him, jaws wide open. Just before she made contact someone harshly 
pulled him back by the collar, and Katsuki surged past them, kicking 
the women square in the face before grabbing Izuku’s wrist and forc- 
ing him to run along with him. 
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“Nice save Ei,’ Katsuki shouted, “What the fuck were you thinking 
Deku, do you have any self-preservation instincts whatsoever?” Izuku 
was still in shock and struggled to find his voice. 


“Wha— what was that?” Izuku asked, his voice shaking. 
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“A flesh-eater, bro, just like | said earlier!” Denki chimed in, running 


alongside the group. 
“Just call them ‘zombies,’ Denki, that’s what they are.” 


“Aww come on Kyoka, ‘flesh-eaters’ sounds way cooler! Don’t ya 
think so?” 


“| think you’re an idiot.” 


“Alright you lovebirds, calm it down,” Eijirou laughed, running close 
behind them. 


Once they got far enough away from the woman, Katsuki rounded 
on him. 


“This is exactly why | said | didn’t trust you. Why did you just freeze 
up? Aren’t you some sort of trained special forces unit?” Katsuki 
hissed at him. 


“| don’t know! Normally | wouldn’t freeze in a situation like that 
but my body just wouldn’t move...” 


Katsuki sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. He took several 
deep breaths to regain his composure. When he looked at him again, 
Izuku saw fear in his eyes. His expression was somber. Izuku’s heart 
clenched. 


“Deku—” 


A shriek split the air to their left and the group turned in horror to 
see the zombie from before had grabbed Denki by the ankle and 
dragged him kicking and screaming to the ground. Izuku reached out 
to grab his hand but the zombie had dragged him out of arm's reach, 
panic set in as a swarm slowly rounded the corner of the building to 
join it. 
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“Nhat are we gonna do Kats? That’s a lot of them,” Eijirou said. 


Izuku watched in horror as the horde swarmed around Denki. His 
body morbidly still, as if he was already dead. Face frozen in a look of 
terror. Then Izuku saw it. Denki’s eyes moved rapidly, his breathing 
hitched. 


As the swarm of lifeless bodies moved closer to their target a pur- 
ple haze began to grow around them. It seemed to leak from their 
pores. That had to be it! Whatever these zombies were emitting had 
to be some sort of neurotoxin. The larger the horde, the stronger its 
effect. 


The only thing their victim could retain control over was their 
breathing and their ability to look around. No doubt to keep them in- 
haling the immobilizing smog. 


Izuku needed to think fast before one of them decided to tear into 
Denki. 


“NNell, Kats? What do we do?” Eijirou shouted, breaking Izuku out 
of his trance. 


Katsuki turned to him then and the two made eye contact. The 
blond always had a way of knowing when Izuku was planning some- 
thing. 


“| can see the gears turning in your head, nerd, spit it out already! 
We don’t have time for your stupid hesitations!” Katsuki shouted at 
him. 


“It’s just— That purple haze that’s clinging to them, | think it’s im- 
mobilizing him. If we get too close, it will likely do the same to us. 
But if we can find a way to lure some of them away...” Izuku placed 
his finger between his lips and nibbled on it, deep in thought. 
“Maybe if we separated the pack from him, Denki will be able to re- 
gain some mobility and it will make it easier to rescue him.” 


Katsuki contemplated what he said for a moment. Izuku’s chest 
tightened at the confident smirk on Katsuki’s face. 
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“You think that gas mask of yours is effective against whatever that 
shit is?” Katsuki asked, point-blank. 


“It might buy us some time, but.Lonly have the one...” 
“Give it here nerd, I’ve got an idea.” 
“K-kacchan?!” 


“| know this city pretty well. I’lldraw them away, then lose them. 
Clean, no scuffle. Then I’ll meet up with you at the extraction point. 
You got anything | can use as a weapon?” 


Izuku detached the metal baton from his utility belt. “Just this.” 
Katsuki snatched it from him. Izuku's stomach dropped in nauseous 
fear. “There’s too many of them! Are you crazy?!” 


“Crazy enough to trust you with the lives of my friends. I’m serious, 
Deku, make sure they all make it there safe. Trust me, | promise I'll 
meet you there. Besides, you owe me coffee, remember?” Katsuki 
smirked. 


With no other parting words, Katsuki turned and addressed the 
zombie horde. 


“Alright you fuckers, ya hear that?” Katsuki slammed the metal ba- 
ton against the building. “That’s the dinner bell. Come and get it!” 


Unseeing faces turned their lifeless eyes to the source of the noise, 
before letting out guttural groans and taking slow steps in its direc- 
tion. 


Izuku watched Katsuki take off in the opposite direction, dragging 
the baton along the wall of the building as he ran to make as much 
noise as possible. 


As the horde followed the noise Izuku quickly regained his compo- 
sure, he needed to save Denki. 


“4f my hunch is right, Denki should be able to regain some mobility 
soon enough. The more oxygen he gets to his brain, the quicker he’ll 
recover. I’ll distract this zombie, you both grab Denki and start run- 


- 138 - 


ning. You might need to support him until he regains full control of 
his motor functions.” 


“You got it, dude!” Eijirou gave him a thumbs up. 


Izuku charged toward the zombie before he could overthink it. Tak- 
ing a page out of Katsuki’s book, he ducked low and kicked his leg 
out, sweeping the zombie's legs out from under them. 


“Now, grab him!” Izuku shouted, kicking the zombie in the face for 
good measure. 


The four of them run, Denki propped up on Eijirou’s back. When 
the zombie was out of sight, they stopped to catch their breath and 
collect their bearings. 


They weren’t far now from the extraction point. Izuku looked back 
in the direction they came from. Hopefully, Katsuki was okay. 


“Kats is tough. A horde of zombies wouldn’t =~ 
be able to do him in, so don’t worry too i; 


%e 


much,” Eijirou placed a hand on his 
shoulder reassuringly. 


“Yeah! Katsuki is a man of his word! 
He’s never broken a promise,” Denki 
smiled brightly at him. 


“They’re right you know, he’ll probably 
beat us there.” Kyoka smiled softly at him, 
trying to quell Izuku’s worries. 


“Thanks, guys, let’s hurry. | don’t wanna 
break my end of the promise either.” 


Izuku led the group toward the evacua- 
tion point. The last leg of their journey 
was quiet. Izuku could feel the dread grow- 
ing in the pit of his stomach; had Katsuki 
drawn off all the zombies in the area? How 
many were there? 


- 139 - 


When the group reached their destination Izuku checked his watch. 
There were still five minutes left to the time he and Shouto set for 
themselves. Izuku paced restlessly. 


“Looks like you managed to rescue several civilians.” Izuku looked 
up from his pacing to see Shouto approaching, a figure draped over 
his back, gas mask snug over their face. Izuku couldn’t make them 
out from this distance. 


“You made it! Who’s that, someone you rescued? Did you lend 
them your mask?” 


“Oh | found someone alright,” Shouto chuckled, “Gave me an earful 
too. Said we’re all shit at our jobs.” The figure removed the mask. 


“Told you I’d make it, nerd,” Katsuki huffed, exhausted. 
Izuku rushed toward them both. 
“Kacchan, you reckless idiot!” Izuku cried out. 


“| think that’s my line,” Katsuki chuckled. He slowly dropped him- 
self out of Shouto’s hold. 


“Now, about that coffee, you owe me—” Izuku rushed forward and 
wrapped Katsuki in a bone-crushing embrace. 


“| was so worried, | haven’t seen you in so long and | didn’t want to 
lose you again,” he sobbed. 


“I’m not going anywhere, nerd.” 


Still running on pure adrenaline, Izuku looked up at Katsuki and 
closed the distance between them, pressing their lips together. Their 
warmth, the way they slotted together so perfectly, brought Izuku a 
sense of calm. ‘Kacchan’s alive.’ When the adrenaline wore off and 
Izuku realized what he was doing, he quickly retracted. 


“Oh my god, Kacchan, | am so sorry, | was just so worried and my 
body moved on its own and—” 


This time Katsuki closed the distance between them, pulling him 
into a deep kiss. 
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“You think about as much as you talk: entirely too much. Guess 
now you owe me a coffee date.” 
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Take a good Look at 
our precious arcane 
Look ak the monster 
created, That THIN 
doesnt Love you, damn, 
psycho. 


Vu prove it to 
you right how, 
and you'll 
finally know 


how they felt I. 


It’s okay kaccha 
dont be sad. I know 
you re hungry, you 
can eat me it’s okay, 
I'LL lek you. I love 
you, So it’s ae 


some Assembly Required 


by Midorree 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, weapon-use 


 ) 


“You're craving something that’s never going to happen, idiot.” 
Katsuki kicks the water below the deck in a feeble attempt to make 
the faint, scratchy noise of Deku’s crying go away. “Just let it go, 
okay? Just stop crying.” 


Deku lays back on the deck with his backpack sliding up to act as a 
makeshift pillow. He muffles his hiccups in his elbow and holds 
Katsuki’s hand, knowing they’re not going to make it. The boats that 
float by the dock are still stranded and tied to the only untattered 
surface left. They bob up and down in the water slowly, and Katsuki 
can almost see the hastily painted names of the ships that were worn 
by the waves. 


“),.. | really wanted to see the city with you, Kacchan.” 


They weren’t going to make it. 


= 3) 


They made it, against all odds, they made it. 


A remaining survivor had sent out a distress signal before their 
untimely death, and the local safezone decided to scout the area for 
any stragglers. Izuku and Katsuki were among them. A woman by the 
name of Mina Uraraka was assigned as their oversight. She was a 
nice woman with a lot of quirks that kept Izuku from understanding 
her completely. Her hair was woven into complicated braids and her 
dark skin shone with sweat. Her voice crackled with the force behind 
it that reminded Izuku of science experiments with bubbling acid. 


She showed them to their own apartment. It looked clean. 
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When Izuku laid down on the bed that didn’t have springs digging 
into his spine, he wept into the pillow. Too soon, Katsuki's hand crept 
into his own and pulled him off the bed. Izuku grabbed at the rough 
blankets on the bed, whining at having to get up so soon. Relenting, 
he rolled his eyes at Katsuki's impatient expression. 


When Mina smiled at the two of them, he flushed and put a bit of 
distance between him and Kacchan. 


The tour of the house was probably going to be short, it wasn’t 
that big. He would have all the time he wanted to make it his own 
after they were given the gist of the base. 


They followed Mina down a hall that split into three rooms. Mina 
gestured to the bathroom. “You can pick up utilities on your weekly 
ration supply. We’re low on soap currently, us scavengers are still 
trying to get production up so we don’t have to borrow anymore.” 


Kacchan tapped the knobs the shower had. It was a very small 
shower, and the buttons didn’t seem too complicated. He frowned at 
the lack of soap on the edges of the bathtub. “How’s the water 
pressure?” 


Mina smiled. “Y’all wanna give it a test run?” 


Izuku pretended that he didn’t visibly start tearing up at the 
thought of a hot shower. 


Mina pretended not to see him. 
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“Alright, Aizawa said to show y’all the ropes of this base, so if y’all 
have any questions, please do not hesitate to ask!” Mina rattled off 
with enthusiastic ease. 


Katsuki grunted lowly. Izuku was still eating breakfast. “I need to 
savor the ‘all you can eat’ for newbies, Kacchan! It’s about the 
principles Kacchan! I’m a huge nerd, Kacchan!” is what he probably 
said to him before Katsuki shoved off in the other direction with 
Mina. Sometimes Deku talked too fast for him to keep up, especially 
when he has to look at his lips without the intent to kiss them. 


Mas 


She continued with the tour, pointing out ration banks and how 
you can get your weekly supply. Katsuki saw clothing lines with dull 
colored rags hanging off of them. There were some old men huddled 
around a busted table in front of a gambler’s pit. He’d seen them in 
his travels; they were nothing but trouble. 


One of the old men stared at him. He stared right back. 


They kept walking, Mina pointing out the farms to the west and the 
power mill to the east, telling how they worked, and why they were 
doing this. They weren’t government agents, they were just a bundle 
of people that had enough experience to maintain a base. He found 
that interesting. She seemed like she was reciting this from a really 
boring brochure, and if Katsuki had cared enough he might have 
even been asking questions. 


The only constant about the always changing environment were 
the stares digging into his back. 


When yet another person squinted at him, Mina stopped her 
rambling about soap production and said, “Say, Kat, can | call you 
Kat?” He cringed at the name but was interrupted before he could 
protest, “I see a lot of people staring at you over here. Why’s that?” 
Mina smoothed her hand over her hip. Katsuki kept his guard up. 


“People like staring at me, what can | say?” he answered slowly. His 
hand made its way to where his weapon would usually be, but the 
guards at the gate had confiscated it. He cursed under his breath. 


The tour guide continued with a strained smile. “You know, there 
was word about an immune person with his guard dog.” 


“Is that right? Sounds like those are just words. | don’t believe in 
rumors.” 


A woman with a baby on her hip was doing laundry as they 
continued walking. It was getting dark, so she was squinting at the 
clothes she attempted to fold under a dingy apartment complex 
entrance light. The baby pointed at him. 


Snitch. 
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“Nup.” She popped the ‘p’ at the end of the answer. Her glare 
wedged between him and the ground, keeping him from looking 
anywhere but her. It was embarrassingly intimidating and he didn’t 
let himself back down. Neither of them were being subtle. 


“Kacchan!” 
Katsuki turned around abruptly, getting a face full of a very excited 
nerd. 


“Kacchan! This real nice lady who was serving me waffles, 
heavenly, by the way!” He nodded at Mina, she just stared back. “She 
told me about a medbay! She told me that they have a doctor that 
specializes in biomedical chemistry! | think our luck is really 
beginning to turn!” He hugged Katsuki so tight his bones popped, 
and he was going to give that about five seconds before that turned 
painful. 


“That’s great, Deku, you wanna go ask Mina over here if she can 
take us to ‘em?” 


Mina took her hand off of her hip and smiled politely at Deku. 


“ae 


Biomedical chemistry’ now that’s a four dollar word. If you don’t 
mind me asking, what do you need the doctor for?” 


Deku frowned. “We, uh, it’s what me and Kacchan were studying 
before everything happened. We wanted to continue so that we 
might be able to... be useful.” 


Mina scratched the back of her head. The sky dimmed around 
them, staining everyone’s skin with a nice orange hue. 


“| ain’t too familiar with what that doctor’s got going on, but I’m 
sure we can ask. We got some time before curfew.” 


= 9) 


Katsuki had done bad things to keep Deku alive. Things that would 
make a grown man weep, and he didn’t care. It was all worth it, not 
just for him, as much as he would like for that to be the case. The 
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world needed Deku, and if this Mina lady was gonna do him wrong, 
Katsuki might just have to do even more horrible, horrible things. 


He snapped out of his thoughts, hearing someone cry out at the 
sight of him. 


“That’s— that’s him! That’s the Menace!” 


Mina raised a brow and unsheathed a machete from its place on 
her hip. Ah. His nickname was well known here then. There was a 
moment of silence that Mina probably took a moment to think about 
before she thrust the machete under his chin, forcing him to make 
eye contact with her as she pulled his head up with the end that 
curled up. Shit. 


“The hell is he talking about, Kat?” She gestured to a guard nearby 
with the tilt of her head. The hulking guard wore a bulletproof vest 
over a mismatched shirt and cargo pants baggy enough to hold 
whatever trinkets he may need. No doubt there were small bombs in 

there so he needed to stay alert. 


A “He’s the Menace! He killed a man with his 
a} own rib cage! He tore that poor bastard to 
shreds! | seen it with my own eyes!” It 
was the man from the gamblers’ pit. 
Katsuki made a mental note to stop 
letting people get away when they see 
something bonfire story worthy. 


Katsuki felt his mouth go dry, Deku stood 
> still behind him. 


Ny a nonnee 
S “ ain’t gotta clue what that dumb bitch is 
talking about, ma’am,” he spat. He lied. 


The guard grabbed his arm and Katsuki 
punched him in the balls. The guard fell 
down with a thud and Mina kicked Katsuki 
in the stomach and watched him tumble 
down into the concrete below with a 
thud. He tried to shove himself back 
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up but she just held him down under her sticker covered boot. She 
held the knife to his neck, piercing the skin a little. Katsuki didn’t 
flinch. 


“| got half a mind to kick you out and leave your little—” 
“That’s enough!” 


Deku disarmed Mina with a small kick, not meaning to do anymore 
than that. Mina saw this when he threw his hands up. The scavenger 
shoved the heel of her boot into Katsuki’s chest. 


“What the hell is y’all’s deal?!” She grunted. 


“Kacchan is just aggressive, he ain’t never killed nobody other than 
zombies, | swear by it!” Deku kept glancing at the machete on the 
street. They had gained a crowd around them, and a couple guards 
had their guns out, ready to fire. 


“Please, don’t hurt him, he’s just been through a lot, he ain’t got a 
bad bone in his body, please.” 


She huffed, sounding annoyed, “Give me one reason why | 
shouldn’t put a knife through his heart and bullet in his head, what 
can he contribute other than being a massive thorn in my side!?” Her 
heel dug into his ribs a bit more. The glare he sent her was nothing 
short of murderous. Deku looked like he was going to wring Katsuki’s 
neck before any guard or even Mina would ever get the chance to. 


He groaned and barely managed to stutter out, 


“Kacchan is strong, he can cook, he can— he can run real damn 
fast, he has fuckin’ readin’ comprehension, please, | know he’s not 
good at first impressions. Just please, | promise we won’t have an 
incident like this again.” 


Deku’s eyes pleaded. 


Katsuki let his head roll on the pavement to stare at Deku’s stupid 
red shoes that didn’t even look red anymore. 
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Mina pushed off of Katsuki’s chest and offered a hand to help him 
up. He didn’t take it. She glanced around the bystanders and let her 
shoulders relax. 


“\t’s almost curfew. Get back to your cubbies.” 


The guards withdrew their guns and grumbled to themselves. The 
crowd around them all looked tense as they retreated back into their 
apartments. 


Mina sighed. 


“For now, just get situated. I’ll check up on y’all tomorrow and take 
you to see the doctor. And Kat?” She grabbed her machete from the 
ground and sheathed it. “I’m keeping my damn eye on you.” And 
with that, she left. 

® 


Izuku was fuming. His shoes stomped as he paced.back and forth in 
their shared apartment. Kacchan sat on the bed with his arms 
crossed, head down, and a grimace on his face. Izuku knew that his 
best friend knew that he had pushed the safe zone’s patience for 
harboring supposed murderers. 


“That was too damn close, Kacchan, what if they had kicked us 
out? Or— or what if, what if they had killed us because you couldn’t 
de-escalate a problem if your damn life depended on it!” He pulled 
at his hair, the clips that usually hold it back now on the bathroom 
counter with their toothbrushes. “Kacchan— Kacchan, what if you 
had died.” His voice cracked. 


“Deku, | wouldn’t have died! It was just—” 
“\t was just you being irrational and impulsive!” 


“Oh, like it wasn’t risky to kick at Mina with the guards pointing 
guns at us and shit?” 


“| was disarming her you—” 


“You're such a—” 
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The air went thick around them, heaving breaths of effort from 
trying to get the other to just understand. Deku grit his teeth, not 
even trying to withhold his tears. 


“You're such an asshole sometimes, Kacchan. | just... | care about 
you. Don’t do dumb things when | can’t help you much. Please.” 


Katsuki turned his head and let it flop. He was tired, Deku was 
tired, and frankly he was having.a hard time empathizing with either 
of them. It was a necessity, however, and he really needed to accept 
that. If he would just ... 


“Wm... ’'m not an idiot. | promise, I’m not an idiot. | would have 
fought to the end if | needed to—” 


“But you didn’t need to,” Izuku insisted. “Can we just... can we just 
go to bed?” 


“Okay.” 

“Don’t try to fight me— what?” 

“Vm tired. You’re tired. We need rest.” 
“Come to bed, please?” 


“O kay.” 


= 9) 


Katsuki wasn’t an idiot. 


He wasn’t an idiot when Mr. Toshinori had told him to protect Izuku 
even if it meant taking his own life. He wasn’t an idiot when Izuku 
wouldn’t accept he would probably need to die for him. He wasn’t an 
idiot when he needed to figure out things that a normal seventeen 
year old shouldn’t even have to worry about. Katsuki Bakugou wasn’t 
an idiot. 


But hell if he wasn’t a horrible boyfriend. 
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That night when he had buried his head into the other's neck, he 
couldn’t sleep. He thought and he thought until his own thoughts 
weren’t coherent enough to write down. It wasn’t fair that Izuku had 
to protect Katsuki rather than the other way around. None of it was. 


He wished he could make everything okay for Izuku. 


 ) 


Mina did in fact check up on them the next day. 


“Hope I’m not interrupting you lovebirds, but | come bearing great 
news!” She shuffled through the door that Katsuki had barricaded 
that morning in case she would come. That didn’t stop the runner, 
regardless. 


Izuku was already up and running, as opposed to Katsuki who was 
trying to convince him to come back to bed. It wasn’t a very good 
bed, but it was the first bed he had slept on since last year. 


Izuku shoved his way out of his guard's arms and greeted Mina 
reluctantly, like he had forgotten Mina would come at all. 


“Mornin’ Mina! Just, uh, what are you doing here?” 


She beamed, setting her weapons on the counter as a silent 
message of peace. “Well, good morning to you too! | came to check 
up on y’all after yesterday’s fiasco.” 


Katsuki grunted loudly from the other room, probably telling her 
something that neither of them wanted to interpret for the sake of 
keeping the peace. 


“| got word from the doctor you mentioned, | think his name is 
Yagi?” 


Izuku sucked in the air through his teeth. Mina leaned against the 
wall with her stupid perceptive eyes that could probably tell what he 
had for dinner the other day. 


“Uh, yeah, he said that y’all can come over whenever.” 
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“Yeah, yeah, yeah... well, we need to get ready,” the immune man 
knew he wasn’t being subtle with wanting Mina out so that he and 
Katsuki could have an emergency discussion. He could maybe pass it 
off as wanting to hang with his boyfriend privately before going out, 
but Mina was more perceptive than that. And frankly, Izuku wasn’t 
very good at keeping secrets. 


“So uh, yeah! You said you needed to go on a run? Yeah, that 
sounds important, oh look at that Kacchan is already up.” At this 
point he was shoving her out the door, kicking the boxes Katsuki had 
used to barricade it out of the way. “I need to give him some 
morning loving if you know what | mean, so go away!” He slammed 
the door shut. 


Katsuki raised an eyebrow. 


Izuku banged his head against the wall. 


“ae mn 


Morning loving,” he repeated slowly. 
“Oh, shut up, Kacchan! We have pressing matters at hand!” 


There was a muffled voice from the other side of the door, “Can | at 
least have my weapons back?” 


“Dr. Toshinori? | have two... boys asking to see you.” 


Yagi set down his water bottle to answer the guard at the bottom 
of the building, pressing his finger onto the red button to answer, he 
was suddenly caught off guard by two familiar voices persisting 
through the guards communication piece. 


“What’s the hesitation for, huh, fuckwad?” 
“Kacchan, stop—” 

“No, | need to know—” 

“Sirs, can you please—” 


Yagi could already feel a headache brewing. 
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The doctor could hear Katsuki and Izuku clamoring up the stairs, 
shoving anyone or anything in their way out of it so that they could 
get there— 


“FIRST!” Izuku shrieked as Katsuki made a last attempt at getting 
through the door first by jump-tackling the already determined 
winner onto the ground. Izuku had cringed upon impact to his 
chest— his binder was probably secure there, but the sore loser 
made sure to get off of him as soon as he remembered. 


Yagi looked fondly upon them. 

“You kids alright?” 

They rushed and tripped over each other to look Yagi in the eye. 
“Doctor!” 


He almost felt bad for his desk when he was shoved onto it by two 
truly unruly boys who had a running start to hug him. Most of his 
papers were on the floor now, and was that his water bottle? Did he 
leave it open? Ugh, now it was dripping all over— 


“Doctor! Doctor, | can’t believe you’re here, oh my god,” Izuku 
mumbled into his white coat. Katsuki just stared at him in disbelief. 


“Boys, boys, settle down! We have plenty of time to talk, just—” He 
tried to pry Izuku off of him but he was gripping him so hard his 
bones were popping. Unfortunately, it was painful the entire time. 
Katsuki slowly let go of him and tried to wedge his arm between 
Izuku and the doctor so that he would let go. 


When everything had settled down and Dr. Toshinori properly 
scolded them for making a mess of his office, he finally found himself 
in his chair with his boys in front of him. 


Izuku spoke first. “Doctor, we have so much to tell you!” He was 
gripping Katsuki’s hand tightly; that was new. “When we were tryin’ 
to go from west to east like you told us to, we kept getting attacked, 
but it was nothing Kacchan couldn’t handle, ain’t that right, 
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Kacchan?” Katsuki grunted in response. “And we were tryin’ to find 
you, Mr. Toshinori, when you left, but... we just couldn’t. At one point 
we lost everything and had to start from square one. We got lucky 
when that distress signal led us to you.” 


Yagi nodded and stacked his papers slowly so as to not distract 
himself from a word his boys were saying. Now that they were here, 
they could conduct more experiments on Izuku’s peculiar immunity 
to the virus they discovered while running from the lab. However, 
Yagi hoped that he could just catch up with his boys. They were 
home, and he would do anything in his power to keep it that way. 


“The important thing is that you found me. Anything you did 
before is just what needed to be done, you hear?” 


Katsuki leaned forward in his busted seat and looked lost. “I just... 
damn. It’s been shitty without you, Doc.” 


Yagi finished stacking the papers and used his free hands to grab 
his protegé’s hand. 


“That means a lot comin’ from you, young Bakugou.” 


9) 


Izuku walked out of the medbay with a wide smile splitting his face 
into two, hand-in-hand with his boyfriend. People were still staring, 
but he couldn’t really care less right now. 


“Things really are starting to turn, Kacchan!” 
He squeezed Izuku’s hand. 


“Yeah... | guess they are.” 


2) 
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by Weaveroflight 


Content Warning: Gore, violence, weapon-use, shock 
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The blaring siren could be heardover a mile away: a piercing wail 
heard above the sound of Bakugou’s and Kirishima’s panting breaths 
and footfalls. They had been running for roughly ten minutes 
straight, while carrying medicine, clothes, and a deer carcass. It was 
risky to be moving so fast, but ‘once they heard the wailing device 
they knew they had to make it back to the compound, and preferably 
without dropping everything they scavenged together. This deer 
would be the first meat some of the families would have in days, 
including their little group. That is if the worst hadn’t happened, and 
if it had, they would need the deer themselves. 


So, despite the smell of blood that may lure the infected, Bakugou 
and Kirishima still took the risk and ran with their kill. They turned a 
corner, ducking through dilapidated alleys and dodging rusted-out 
cars, before getting to the crest of the hill that overlooked the 
compound - aka Home. The sirens were even louder here, the nerd 
had said something about a repurposed extreme weather alert 
system. Now it was the alert system for when Home was breached. 
Katsuki motioned for Kirishima to stop, before unslinging his rifle 
from his back. It was an old bolt action hunting rifle. Slow, steady, 
and reliable. He placed the butt against his shoulder so he could look 
through the scope, which was much more advanced equipment that 
he scavenged off a piece of scrap. 


“What’s going on, Kat?” Eijiro asked. Katsuki’s mouth was dry. 
Through the telescopic scope he was able to see slumps of dead 
bodies, mostly rotten looking, around the perimeter of the fenced 
area. There was movement on the inside too, zombies. He couldn’t 
see people inside anymore. Hopefully everyone made it out or was 
bunkering in place until the hunters, the groups that were skilled 
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enough at zombie killing to leave the compound and gather supplies, 
came back. 


“Horde. It looks like the majority of it got taken care of. But there 
are stragglers inside, meaning they still got overwhelmed,” Katsuki 
spoke, but it was quiet. He was looking for a shock of green hair, 
anywhere, but he didn’t see it. 


“Shit. Kat, what’s the plan?” Eijiro asked. 


“The plan is we do what we’re trained to do. We go in, kill as many 
of the fuckers that we can while looking for survivors. | don’t see the 
militia, or a lot of bodies on the inside. So | can only hope they made 
it out. But we have to check. It’s our job.” He shouldered his rifle and 
pointed at a car. “Place the stuff in there, and get ready. People may 
be alive and waiting for us in there.” Kirishima nodded and yanked at 
the door until it popped open with a rusty groan. He pushed the deer 
inside and then laid the medicine they found on top of it before 
slamming the door shut. 


Katsuki kept a lookout. They had been lucky and hadn’t 
encountered more than a straggler or two at a time during the hunt, 
but right now Kirishima’s back was covered in blood, — deer blood, 
but blood nonetheless— and that would attract the zombies once 
they got into the compound. Not that Katsuki was worried. Jagged 
flecks of tight, pinched skin showing on Kirishima’s midsection and 
arms showed stories of fighting these things. This would be risky, but 
they had to. He had to. The idea of a shock of green hiding inside a 
building waiting on him had his stomach churning. 


“We going in without backup?” Kirishima asked, already 
exasperated at the lack of plan they had. 


“Of course. I’m not leaving them alone.” 


“Yeah, them.” Kirishima put up air quotes but grabbed his gun and 
started walking towards Home. Bakugou didn’t bother to argue with 
him. In fact, all he did was give a grunt and jogged forward to take 
point. It was a brisk few minute walk to the edge of the fence. They 
decided to not go in the front entrance, but rather slink around the 
side where they saw less movement and were less likely to run into 
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any big groups. It helped that it was the closest side to where Izuku 
would be, if he hadn’t made it out already. Izuku, Katsuki’s 
significant other, born in the same year and having been grouped 
together since before he could remember, before all this went to 
shit. It was destiny that they ended up together, a destiny that 
Katsuki fought against in his teen years. Calling the green haired boy 
weak, a drain on resources, and other not-so-calm insults. The nerd 
still didn’t leave, fight back, or argue; he just took the verbal lashings 
with an air of defiance that drove Katsuki up the wall. It took years 
for Katsuki to get over his hangups and realize part of the reason he 
was so harsh to the boy was because he was scared. Izuku didn’t 
fight. He was too soft-hearted for it. He was a saint. Kindly. Ethereal. 
Untouchable. It pissed Katsuki off at first, because he would get this 
fluttery, nervous feeling in his gut. Once he, eventually, figured out 
his feelings, dating the nerd was easy. Nothing changed but their 
perspective. The nerd’s annoying habits had turned into sweet 
idiosyncrasies. Katsuki’s barbs and angry remarks turned softer and it 
was understood that worry laced every word. 


The worry used to be a nagging feeling in his gut. An annoyance, 
sure, but he could handle it. Now however, it 
was like a gut punch. A train 
smashing into his body 
keeping him on edge as they 
climbed over the gate and 
dropped with a soft thud on the 
other side. They were stuck in a small 
alley so Kirishima took out his bat, a silver 
and red thing with dents and dried blood 
coating it still. Katsuki let him shimmy past 
to take point while he kept his rifle out. He 
kept several yards behind his best friend 
who walked with slow deliberate steps. 
Since they were mostly rotten meat, the 
undead's hearing wasn't too great. 
However, the fresher ones retained 
their senses. The possibility of fresh 
undead lurking right around the 
corner shook Katsuki's core. Shit, they 
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could be his friends, too. This was almost too much for Katsuki. He 
could imagine Izuku somewhere, alone and scared. Fuck— if he was 
helping with the kids again, they would take shelter together. Izuku 
wouldn’t leave them alone no matter how scared he was. What if 
they were discovered? Izuku would sacrifice himself for those kids. 
Fuck! They had to find him. 


They turned the corner and were met with a hissing noise. 
Kirishima, on instinct, raised his bat between him and the noise just 
in time to get tackled to the ground by a body with rotten flesh. It 
smelled horrid and Katsuki was a few steps away from it. He couldn’t 
imagine what Kirishima was smelling. The redhead growled back at 
the hissing creature that was snapping at him over the bat that was 
keeping them separated. He grunted and rolled them over, pinning 
the zombie onto the ground in time for Katsuki to come over, put the 
barrel of his gun to the things head and pull the trigger. Blood and 
viscera covered Kirishima’s front. 


“Dude?! Gross!” Kirishima complained, getting up and wiping his 
body down with one of his scarves. Katsuki rolled his eyes and gave 
his friend a once over. 


“Bites? Scratches?” he asked. Kirishima shook his head. 


“Nope, thing was so decomposed his fingers didn’t even scratch 
me.” Katsuki smiled at that. His friend had some thick skin it seemed 
and that was always good when dealing with undead. Only bites 
could pass on the zombie virus, but scratches were still prone to 
nasty bacterial infections that could lead to gnarly scars or even 
amputation if it got bad enough. Somehow, Kirishima only had a few 
scars on his body from bad encounters. It seemed like the zombie 
that had attacked them was an older one, leaving nubs instead of 
claws at the end of its fingers. Katsuki looked down the street and 
noticed bodies lining the street, thankfully most if not all of them 
seemed to be zombies. None of them looked familiar to him— not 
that he was looking very hard. Really, he was just looking for a shock 
of green among them, which he didn’t see. So there was some good 
news. 
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“Good. Let’s get going. The school is only a block away.” He used 
the word ‘school’ lightly. It was simply a house that still had a fenced- 
in yard so the younger kids had a place to play, and enough rooms to 
keep them separated by age groups. Deku usually worked with the 
younger kids, teaching them how to read and write. Simple things 
that required patience. The nerd had endless amounts of that. 


“Oh? Really? The school? Why would we go there first?” the 
redhead asked with a small smirk. Katsuki punched him in the 
shoulder and nodded forward. Kirishima hissed at the punch but 
continued along the sidewalk. They stepped around bodies that 
littered the street, stopping every so often to make sure the next one 
or two were truly dead. They were acting as a cleanup crew toa 
slaughter. Thankfully, it looked like their side held their own or got 
away. That was the important part. 


They reached the building, a faded and dirty mint green 
monstrosity of a structure with chipping paint and sun bleached 
roofing. Katsuki’s blood went cold when he saw the door, ripped off 
its hinges with blood smeared over the sides and chunks missing 
from the solid frame. Katsuki swallowed thickly. 


“Hey man, it’s going to be okay. Let’s go in. | doubt he’s even in 
there,” Kirishima reassured. Katsuki nodded numbly and walked in 
ahead of Kirishima, taking the lead in spite of their training. He let 
out a low whistle, a tune that Izuku would recognize. Something to 
put him at ease as he turned every corner with practiced precision. 
His heart sank when he saw one of the daycare workers, in multiple 
pieces. Surprisingly he hadn’t seen a single child and thankfully not a 
single shock of green. But at the top of the stairs to the second floor, 
the pit in his stomach grew. There was a single bright red shoe, with 
a splash of darker red staining the top and side of it. 


That was definitely Izuku’s. Katsuki was about to walk up the stairs 
when an arm pulled him back. 


“Let me take point, dude. It’s my job.” Katsuki nodded numbly in 
response as Kirishima walked up the stairs. He nudged the shoe with 
his foot and thankfully nothing came out. It was just an empty shoe. 
That could have been much worse. But still he was on the edge of a 
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panic attack. He swallowed the bile rising up his throat and followed 
Kirishima to check the rooms up top. One by one they went through 
them. Finding more bodies, but thankfully most of them were 
zombies, and yet again no kids nor shocks of green. The final door 
was closed haphazardly, as if it was ripped away and put back onto 
its hinges, or at least an approximation of its hinges. When Kirishima 
tried to move it, it didn’t budge, so he had to put his muscles behind 
it and just yank it open. 


Multiple things happened at once. The door fell off whatever was 
holding it up and collapsed on Kirishima, along with a large body that 
had Katsuki tensing up. It was a hulking monstrosity of a zombie. His 
first reaction was to aim and unload into the thing as Kirishima 
struggled under its weight. But before he pulled the trigger he 
realized the thing wasn’t moving, rather it was being jostled around 
by Kirishima moving. The hulking figure was already re-killed, with a 
pipe sticking out of its skull. Old nearly black blood having leaked out 
around the protrusion and soaking the monster with,aysick and vile 
smelling fluid. Kirishima was able to wiggle out from under the door 
and promptly lost his lunch from the smell. 


Inside the room there was a gentle hushing and a bit of crying. 
Katsuki stepped over the large figure and saw in the room all the 
children piled into a corner with Izuku standing in front of them, 
holding what looked to be a broken pool cue. It was covered in blood 
on one end. Izuku’s eyes were wide and his pupils dilated. His green 
hair was matted down with blood and his outfit was torn to partial 
shreds, leaving his torso uncovered and his arms visible. Katsuki 
stepped in and Izuku collapsed to his knees. The blonde surged 
forward and grabbed his boyfriend. 


“Deku. Deku, are you okay?” He answered his own question when 
he moved his hands away from Izuku’s arms only to see them 
covered in fresh red blood. “No... no, no, no.” He looked around at 
the kids. 


“WW-water? Cloth? Something, | need... | need to check him for 
bites.” Katsuki didn’t stutter. Nope. That wasn’t a stutter. That was his 
tongue sticking to the top of his mouth. That was all. One of the kids, 
Kota if the blond remembered correctly, came up with a half-empty 
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water bottle and then another, Eri, came up with a clean-ish white 
cloth. Upon closer inspection, Katsuki.realized it was part of her 
dress she must have either torn off or got caught on something. 


“Kacchan,” Izuku said faintly while clinging to his boyfriend. Katsuki 
jerked back to him and looked down. The damage looked bad 
through the blood, but maybe it would be better without it. So he 
drenched the makeshift rag and started washing away all the injuries 
he could find. Scratch after scratch..Claws must have dug into him 
multiple times. There was one on his arm already looking infected. 
That one was going to leave a nasty scar. But the more he wiped 
away, with Kirishima now keeping watch, the lighter his heart felt. 
Not a single bite mark. Just a bunch of superficial injuries. 


The poor nerd must have had an adrenaline rush and started 
crashing because he’d only mumbled and cuddled into Katsuki since 
he got here. Katsuki didn’t mind. He just washed out his hair until he 
heard.the sirens turn off. That aligned with a bunch of shouting 
outside means the area must have been cleared. He picked up his 
boyfriend, who was so much braver and stronger than Katsuki 
thought he was and carried him down the stairs. It was time to get 
him to one of their medics. He leaned down and gave him a quick 
kiss. IZuku leaned up and wrapped his arms around Katsuki’s 
shoulders, hugging him close. 


“You came for me,” Izuku praised. 


“Always,” Katsuki responded, and walked outside. There would be 
scars, and probably some sleepless nights in their futures, but they 
both survived and that’s all that matters. 


 ) 
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